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A CARDINAL EDITION 



Oh lift me as a wave, a leaf, a cloudl 
1 fall upon the thorns of lifel 1 bleedl 

T HESE great lines are from Shelley’s Ode to 
the West Wind, one of the hundreds of fa¬ 
miliar and beloved poems to be found in The 
Pocket Book of Verse. In the pages that fol¬ 
low you will find immortal lines of Shake¬ 
speare, Wordsworth, Byron, Keats, Browning 
and other poets leading to our own day. As M. 
Edmund Speare says in the Introduction: 
“The majority of the verses in this anthology 
are lyrics, the kind of poetry that has been 
most popular in the last two centuries. Of the 
works represented here, nothing is either 
hackneyed or trivial. What has been included 
. . . can help to vitalize our thinking about the 
commonplace and elemental in life, and can 
idealize and give meaning to the simplest 
things in creation.” 
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Sound of vernal showers 
On the twinkling grass. 

Rain-awakened flowers. 

All that ever was 

Joyous, and clear, and fresh, thy music doth surpass: 

Teach us, sprite or bird. 

What sweet thoughts are thine: 

I have never heard 
Praise of love or wine 

That panted forth a flood of rapture so divine. 

Chorus Hymeneal, 

Or triumphal chaunt. 

Matched with thine would be all 
But an empty vaunt, 

A thing wherein we feel there is some hidden want. 

What objects are the fountains 
Of thy happy strain? 

What fields, or waves, or mountains? 

What shapes of sky or plain? 

What love of thine own kind? what ignorance of pain? 

With thy clear keen joyance 
Languor cannot be: 

Shadow of annoyance 
Never came near thee: 

Thou lovest; but ne’er knew love’s sad satiety. 

Waking or asleep. 

Thou of death must deem 

Things more true and deep 

/ Than we mortals dream. 

Or how could thy notes flow in such a crystal stream? 
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We look before and after. 

And pine for what is not: 

Our sincerest laughter 

With some pain is fraught; 

Our sweetest songs are those that tell of saddest though 

Yet if we could scorn 

Hate, and pride, and fear: 

If we were tilings born 
Not to shed a tear, 

1 know not how thy joy we ever should come near. 

Better than all measures 
Of delightful sound, 

Better than all treasures 
That in books are found. 

Thy skill to poet were, thou scorner of the ground! 

Teach me half the gladness 
That thy brain must know. 

Such harmonious madness 
From my lips would flow, 

The world should listen then, as I am listening now. 


O 

The Cloud 

I bring fresh showers for the thirsting flowers, 
From the seas and the streams; 

I bear light shade for the leaves when laid 

In their noonday dreams. 

From my wings are shaken the dews that waken 

The sweet buds every one. 

When rocked to rest on their mother s breast, 

As she dances about the sun. 
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I wield the flail of the lashing hail. 

And whiten the green plains under. 

And then again I dissolve it in rain. 

And laugh as I pass in thunder. 

I sift the snow on the mountains below. 

And their great pines groan aghast. 

And all the night ’tis my pillow white. 

While I sleep in the arms of the blast. 

Sublime on the towers of my skiey bowers. 

Lightning, my pilot, sits. 

In a cavern under is fettered the thunder. 

It struggles and howls at fits; 

Over earth and ocean, with gentle motion, 

This pilot is guiding me. 

Lured by the love of the genii that move 

In the depths of the purple sea; - 

Over the rills, and the crags, and the hills. 

Over the lakes and the plains. 

Wherever he dream, under mountain or stream. 

The Spirit he loves remains; 

And I all the while bask in heaven's blue smile. 

Whilst he is dissolving in rains. 

The sanguine sunrise, with his meteor eyes. 

And his burning plumes outspread. 

Leaps on the back of my sailing rack. 

When the morning star shines dead. 

As on the jag of a mountain crag. 

Which an earthquake rocks and swings. 

An eagle alit one moment may sit 
In the light of its golden wings. 

And when sunset may breathe, from the lit sea benea 
Its ardours of rest and of love. 

And the crimson pall of eve may fall 
From the depth of heaven above. 
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With wings folded I rest, on mine airy nest, 
As still as a brooding dove. 


That orbed maiden with white fire laden. 

Whom mortals call the moon. 

Glides glimmering o’er my fleece-like floor. 

By the midnight breezes strewn: 

And wherever the beat of her unseen feet. 

Which only the angels hear. 

May have broken the woof of my tent’s thin roof. 
The stars peep behind her and peer; 

And I laugh to see them whirl and flee, 

Like a swarm of golden bees. 

When I widen the rent in my wind-built tent, 

Till the calm rivers, lakes, and seas. 

Like strips of the sky fallen through me on high, 
Are each paved with the moon and these. 


I bind the sun’s throne with a burning zone, 

And the moon’s with a girdle of pearl; 

The volcanoes are dim, and the stars reel and swim, 
When the whirlwinds my banner unfurl. 

From cape to cape, with a bridge-like shape. 

Over a torrent sea. 

Sunbeam-proof, I hang like a roof, 

The mountains its columns be. 

The triumphal arch through which I march 
With hurricane, fire, and snow, 

When the powers of the air are chained to my chair 
Is the million-coloured bow; 

The sphere-fire above its soft colours wove. 

While the moist earth was laughing below. 

I am the daughter of earth and water. 

And the nursling of the sky; 
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I pass through the pores of the ocean and shores; 

I change, but I cannot die. 

For after the rain, when with never a stain 
The pavilion of heaven is bare. 

And the winds and sunbeams, with their convex gleams. 
Build up the blue dome of air, 

I silently laugh at my own cenotaph, 

And out of the caverns of rain. 

Like a child from the womb, like a ghost from the tomb, 
I arise and unbuild it again. 

O 

To Night 

Swiftly walk o’er the western wave, 

Spirit of Night! 

Out of the misty eastern cave. 

Where all the long and lone daylight. 

Thou wovest dreams of joy and fear, 

Which make thee terrible and dear,— 

Swift be thy flight! 

Wrap thy form in a mantle gray. 

Star-inwrought! 

Blind with thine hair the eyes of Day; 

Kiss her until she be wearied out. 

Then wander o’er city, and sea, and land. 

Touching all with thine opiate wand— 

Come, long-sought! 

When I arose and saw the dawn, 

I sighed for thee; 

When light rode high, and the dew was gone, 

And noon lay heavy on flower and tree. 

And the weary Day turned to his rest. 

Lingering like an unloved guest, 

I sighed for thee. 
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Thy brother Death came, and cried, 

Wouldst thou me? 

Thy sweet child Sleep, the filmy-eyed. 
Murmured like a noontide bee. 

Shall I nestle near thy side? 

Wouldst thou me?—And I replied. 

No, not thee! 

Death will come when thou art dead, 

Soon, too soon— 

Sleep will come when thou art fled; 

Of neither would I ask the boon 
I ask of thee, beloved Night- 
Swift be thine approaching flight, 

Come soon, soon! 

O 

Ode to the West Wind 

i 

O wild West Wind, thou breath of Autumns being. 
Thou, from whose unseen presence the leaves dead 
Are driven, like ghosts from an enchanter fleeing. 

Yellow, and black, and pale, and hectic red. 
Pestilence-stricken multitudes: O thou 
Who chariotest to their dark wintry bed 

The winged seeds, where they lie cold and low 
Each like a corpse within its grave, until 
Thine azure sister of the spring shall blow 

Her clarion o’er the dreaming earth, and fill 
(Driving sweet buds like flocks to feed in air) 

With living hues and odours plain and hill; 
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Wild Spirit, which art moving everywhere; 

Destroyer and preserver; hear. Oh hearl 

n 

Thou on whose stream, 'mid the steep sky’s commotion. 
Loose clouds like earth’s decaying leaves are shed, 
Shook from the tangled boughs of Heaven and Ocean, 

Angels of rain and lightning: there are spread 
On the blue surface of thine airy surge, 

Like the bright hair uplifted from the head 

Of some fierce Maenad, even from the dim verge 

Of the horizon to the zenith’s height 

The locks of the approaching storm. Thou dirge 

Of the dying year, to which this closing night 
Will be the dome of a vast sepulchre. 

Vaulted with all thy congregated might 

Of vapours, from whose solid atmosphere 
Black rain, and fire, and hail will burst: Oh hearl 

m 

Thou who didst waken from his summer dreams 
The blue Mediterranean, where he lay, 

Lulled by the coil of his crystalline streams. 

Beside a pumice isle in Baiae's bay, 

And saw in sleep old palaces and towers 
Quivering within the wave’s intenser day. 

All overgrown with azure moss and flowers 
So sweet, the sense faints picturing them! Thou 
For whose path the Atlantic’s level powers 



140 


THE POCKET BOOK OF VERSE 


Cleave themselves into chasms, while far below 
The sea-blooms and the oozy woods which wear 
The sapless foliage of the ocean, know 

Thy voice, and suddenly grow gray with fear. 
And tremble and despoil themselves: Oh hear! 

rv 

If I were a dead leaf thou mightest bear; 

If I were a swift cloud to fly with thee; 

A wave to pant beneath thy power, and share 

The impulse of thy strength, only less free 
Than thou, O uncontrollable! If even 
I were as in my boyhood, and could be 

The comrade of thy wanderings over heaven. 

As then, when to outstrip thy sldey speed 
Scarce seemed a vision; I would ne’er have striven 


As thus with thee in prayer in my sore need. 

Oh lift me as a wave, a leaf, a cloud! 

I fall upon the thorns of life! I bleed! 

A heavy weight of hours has chained and bowed 
One too like thee: tameless, and swift, and proud. 

v 

Make me thy lyre, even as the forest is: 

What if my leaves are falling like its own! 

The tumult of thy mighty harmonies 

Will take from both a deep, autumnal tone. 

Sweet though in sadness. Be thou, spirit fierce 
My spirit! Be thou me, impetuous one! 
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Drive my dead thoughts over the universe 
Like withered leaves to quicken a new birth! 
And, by the incantation of this verse. 

Scatter, as from an unextinguished hearth 
Ashes and sparks, my words among mankind! 
Be through my lips to unawakened earth 

The trumpet of a prophecy! O, wind, 

If Winter comes, can Spring be far behind? 


O 


JOHN KEATS 1795—1821 

Ode on a Grecian Urn 

Thou still unravish’d bride of quietness. 

Thou foster-child of silence and slow time, 
Sylvan historian, who canst thus express 

A flowery tale more sweetly than our rhyme: 
What leaf-fring’d legend haunts about thy shape 
Of deities or mortals, or of both. 

In Tempe or the dales of Arcady? 

What men or gods are these? What maidens loth? 
What mad pursuit? What struggle to escape? 
What pipes and timbrels? What wild ecstacy? 

Heard melodies are sweet, but those unheard 
Are sweeter; therefore, ye soft pipes, play on; 

Not to the sensual ear, but, more endear’d. 

Pipe to the spirit ditties of no tone: 

Fair youth, beneath the trees, thou canst not leave 
Thy song, nor ever can those trees be bare; 

Bold Lover, never, never canst thou kiss 
Though winning near the goal—yet, do not grieve; 
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She cannot fade, though thou hast not thy bliss. 
For ever wilt thou love, and she be fair! 

All, happy, happy boughs! that cannot shed 
Your leaves, nor ever bid the Spring adieu; 

And, happy melodist, unwearied. 

For ever piping songs for ever new; 

More happy love! more happy, happy love! 

For ever warm and still to be enjoy’d. 

For ever panting, and for ever young; 

All breathing human passion far above. 

That leaves a heart high-sorrowful and cloy’d, 

A burning forehead, and a parching tongue. 

Who are these coming to the sacrifice? 

To what green altar, O mysterious priest, 

Lead’st thou that heifer lowing at the skies, 

And all her silken flanks with garlands dressed? 
What little town by river or sea shore. 

Or mountain-built with peaceful citadel. 

Is emptied of this folk, this pious morn? 

And, little town, thy streets for evermore 
Will silent be; and not a soul to tell 

Why thou are desolate, can e’er return. 

O Attic shape! Fair attitude! with brede 

Of marble men and maidens over wrought. 
With forest branches and the trodden weed; 

Thou, silent form, dost tease us out of thought 
As doth eternity: Cold Pastoral! 

When old age shall this generation waste. 

Thou shalt remain, in midst of other woe 
Than ours, a friend to man, to whom thou say’st, 
“Beauty is truth, truth beauty,”—that is all 
Ye know on earth, and all ye need to know. 


JOHN KEATS 

To One Who Has Been Long in City Pent 

To one who has been long in city pent, 

*T is very sweet to look into the fair 

And open face of heaven,—to breathe a prayer 

Full in the smile of the blue firmament. 

Who is more happy, when, with heart’s content. 
Fatigued he sinks into some pleasant lair 
Of wavy grass, and reads a debonair 
And gentle tale of love and languishment? 

Returning home at evening, with an ear 
Catching the notes of Philomel,—an eye 
Watching the sailing cloudlet’s bright career, 
He mourns that day so soon has glided by: 
E’en like the passage of an angel’s tear 
That falls through the clear ether silently. 


O 

On First Looking Into Chapman’s Homer 

Much have I travell’d in the realms of gold, 
And many goodly states and kingdoms seen; 
Round many western islands have I been 
Which bards in fealty to Apollo hold. 

Oft of one wide expanse had I been told 
That deep-browed Homer ruled as his demesne; 
Yet did I never breathe its pure serene 
Till I heard Chapman speak out loud and bold: 
Then felt I like some watcher of the skies 
WTien a new planet swims into his ken; 

Or like stout Cortez when with eagle eyes 
He star’d at the Pacific—and all his men 
Look’d at each other with a wild surmise— 
Silent, upon a peak in Darien. 
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From. Endymion, Book i 

PROEM 

A tiling of beauty is a joy for ever: 

Its loveliness increases; it will never 
Pass into nothingness; but still will keep 
A bower quiet for us, and a sleep 

Full of sweet dreams, and health, and quiet breathing 
Therefore, on every morrow, are we wreathing 
A flowery band to bind us to the earth. 

Spite of despondence, of the inhuman dearth 
Of noble natures, of the gloomy days. 

Of all the unhealthy and o’er-darkened ways 
Made for our searching: yes, in spite of all, 

Some shape of beauty moves away the pall 
From our dark spirits. Such the sun, the moon. 

Trees old and young, sprouting a shady boon 
For simple sheep: and such are daffodils 
With the green world they live in; and clear rills 
That for themselves a cooling covert make 
'Gainst the hot season; the mid-forest brake. 

Rich with a sprinkling of fair musk-rose blooms: 

And such too is the grandeur of the dooms 
We have imagined for the mighty dead; 

All lovely tales that we have heard or read: 

An endless fountain of immortal drink, 

Pouring unto us from the heaven’s brink. 

Nor do we merely feel these essences 
For one short hour; no, even as the trees 
That whisper round a temple become soon 
Dear as the temple’s self, so does the moon. 

The passion poesy, glories infinite. 

Haunt us till they become a cheering light 
Unto our souls, and bound to us so fast. 
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That, whether there be shine, or gloom o ercast, 
They always must be with us, or we die. 

Therefore, ’t is with full happiness that I 
Will trace the story of Endymion. 

The very music of the name has gone 
Into my being, and each pleasant scene 
Is growing fresh before me as the green 
Of our own valleys: so I will begin 
Now while I cannot hear the city’s din; 

Now while the early budders are just new. 

And run in mazes of the youngest hue 
About old forests; while the willow trails 
Its delicate amber; and the dairy pails 
Bring home increase of milk. And, as the year 
Grows lush in juicy stalks. I’ll smoothly steer 
My little boat, for many quiet hours. 

With streams that deepen freshly into bowers. 
Many and many a verse I hope to write. 

Before the daisies, vermeil rimmed and white, 
Hide in deep herbage; and ere yet the bees 
Hum about globes of clover and sweet peas, 

I must be near the middle of my story. 

O may no wintry season, bare and hoary. 

See it half finished: but let Autumn bold, 

With universal tinge of sober gold, 

Be all about me when I make an end. 

And now at once, adventuresome, I send 
My herald thought into a wilderness: 

There let its trumpet blow, and quickly dress 
My uncertain path with green, that I may speed 
Easily onward, through flowers and weed. 
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Ode to a Nightingale 

My heart aches, and a drowsy numbness pains 
My sense, as though of hemlock I had drunk. 

Or emptied some dull opiate to the drains 
One minute past, and Lethe-wards had sunk: 

’Tis not through envy of thy happy lot, 

But being too happy in thine happiness,— 

That thou, light winged Dryad of the trees. 

In some melodious plot 
Of beechen green, and shadows numberless, 
Singest of summer in full-throated ease. 

O, for a draught of vintage! that hath been 
Cool’d a long age in the deep-delved earth. 

Tasting of Flora and the country green. 

Dance, and Provengal song, and sunburnt mirth! 

O for a beaker full of the warm South, 

Full of the true, the blushful Hippocrene, 

With beaded bubbles winking at the brim. 

And purple-stained mouth; 

That I might drink, and leave the world unseen. 
And with thee fade away into the forest dim: 


Fade far away, dissolve, and quite forget 

What thou among the leaves hast never known. 

The weariness, the fever, and the fret 

Here, where men sit and hear each other groan; 
Where palsy shakes a few, sad, last gray hairs. 

Where youth grows pale, and spectre-thin, and dies 
Where but to think is to be full of sorrow 
And leaden-eyed despairs. 

Where Beauty cannot keep her lustrous eyes. 

Or new Love pine at them beyond to-morrow. 
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Away! away! for I will fly to thee. 

Not charioted by Bacchus and his pards. 

But on the viewless wings of Poesy, 

Though the dull brain perplexes ifnd retards: 

Already with thee! tender is the night. 

And haply the Queen-Moon is on her throne. 
Cluster’d around by all her starry Fays; 

But here there is no light. 

Save what from heaven is with the breezes blown 
Through verdurous glooms and winding mossy ways. 

I cannot see what flowers are at my feet. 

Nor what soft incense hangs upon the boughs. 

But, in embalmed darkness, guess each sweet 
Wherewith the seasonable month endows 
The grass, the thicket, and the fruit-tree wild; 

White hawthorn, and the pastoral eglantine; 

Fast fading violets cover’d up in leaves; 

And mid-May’s eldest child. 

The coming musk-rose, full of dewy wine. 

The murmurous haunt of flies on summer eves. 

Darkling I listen; and, for many a time 

I have been half in love with easeful Death, 

Call d him soft names in many a mused rhyme. 

To take into the air my quiet breath; 

Now more than ever seems it rich to die. 

To cease upon the midnight with no pain. 

While thou art pouring forth thy soul abroad 
In such an ecstasy! 

Still wouldst thou sing, and I have ears in vain— 

To thy high requiem become a sod. 

Thou wast not bom for death, immortal Bird! 

No hungry generations tread thee down; 
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The voice I hear this passing night was heard 
In ancient days by emperor and clown: 

Perhaps the self-same song that found a path 

Through the sad tieart of Ruth, when, sick for home. 
She stood in tears amid the alien corn; 

The same that oft-times hath 
Charm’d magic casements, opening on the foam 
Of perilous seas, in faery lands forlorn. 

Forlorn! the very word is like a bell 

To toll me back from thee to my sole self! 

Adieu! the fancy cannot cheat so well 
As she is fam’d to do, deceiving elf. 

Adieu! adieu! thy plaintive anthem fades 

Past the near meadows, over the still stream. 

Up the hill-side; and now ’tis buried deep 
In the next valley-glades: 

Was it a vision, or a waking dream? 

Fled is that music:—Do I wake or sleep? 

O 

When I Have Fears 

When I have fears that I may cease to be 
Before my pen has glean’d my teeming brain. 
Before high piled books, in charact’ry. 

Hold like rich garners the full-ripen’d grain; 
When I behold, upon the night’s starr’d face. 
Huge cloudy symbols of a high romance. 

And think that I may never live to trace 
Their shadows, with the magic hand of chance; 
And when I feel, fair creature of an hour! 

That I shall never look upon thee more. 

Never have relish in the faery power 
Of unreflecting love!—then on the shore 
Of the wide world I stand alone, and think 
Till Love and Fame to nothingness do sink. 
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La Belle Dame Sans Merci 

BALLAD 

O what can ail thee, knight-at-arms. 
Alone and palely loitering! 

The sedge has wither’d from the lake, - 
And no birds sing. 

O what can ail thee, knight-at-arms! 

So haggard and so woe-begcme? 

The squirrel’s granary is full. 

And the harvest’s done. 

I see a lily on thy brow 

With anguish moist and fever dew. 

And on thy cheeks a fading rose 
Fast withereth too. 

I met a lady in the meads. 

Full beautiful—a faery’s child. 

Her hair was long, her foot was light. 
And her eyes were wild. 

I made a garland for her head. 

And bracelets too, and fragrant zone; 

She look’d at me as she did love. 

And made sweet moan. 

I set her on my pacing steed. 

And nothing else saw all day long. 

For sidelong would she bend, and sing 
A faery’s song. 

She found me roots of relish sweet. 

And honey wild, and manna dew. 
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And sure in language strange she said— 

“I love thee true.” 

She took me to her elfin grot. 

And there she wept, and sigh’d full sore. 

And there I shut her wild wild eyes 
With kisses four. 

And there she lulled me asleep. 

And there I dream’d—Ah! woe betide! 

The latest dream 1 ever dream’d 
On the cold hill’s side. 

I saw pale kings and princes too. 

Pale warriors, death-pale were they all; 

They cried—“La Belle Dame sans Merci 
Hath thee in thrall!” 

I saw their starv’d lips in the gloom. 

With horrid warning gaped wide. 

And I awoke and found me here. 

On the cold hill’s side. 

And this is why I sojourn here. 

Alone and palely loitering. 

Though the sedge is wither’d from the lake 
And no birds sing. 


O 

Bright Star, Would I Were 
Steadfast as Thou Art 

Bright star, would I were steadfast as thou art 
Not in lone splendor hung aloft the night. 

And watching, with eternal lids apart. 

Like Nature’s patient sleepless Eremite, 
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The moving waters at their priestlike task 
Of pure ablution round earth’s human shores. 
Or gazing on the new soft fallen mask 
Of snow upon the mountains and the moors— 
No—yet still steadfast, still unchangeable. 
Pillowed upon my fair love’s ripening breast. 
To feel for ever its soft fall and swell. 

Awake for ever in a sweet unrest. 

Still, still to hear her tender-taken breath. 

And so live ever—or else swoon to death. 


O 


The Mermaid Tavern 

Souls of Poets dead and gone. 
What Elysium have ye known. 
Happy field or mossy cavern. 

Choicer than the Mermaid Tavern? 
Have ye tippled drink more fine 
Than mine host’s Canary wine? 

Or are fruits of Paradise 
Sweeter than those dainty pies 
Of venison? O generous foodl 
Dressed as though bold Robin Hood 
Would, with his maid Marian 
Sup and bowse from horn and can. 

I have heard that on a day 
Mine host’s sign-board flew away. 
Nobody knew whither, till 
An astrologer’s old quill 
To a sheepskin gave the story. 

Said he saw you in your glory. 
Underneath a new old sign 
Sipping beverage divine. 
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And pledging with contented smack 
The Mermaid in the ZodiacI 

Souls of Poets dead and gone. 

What Elysium have ye known, 
Plappy field or mossy cavern. 
Choicer than the Mermaid Tavern? 


To Autumn 

Season of mists and mellow fruitfulness. 

Close bosom-friend of the maturing sun; 

Conspiring with him how to load and bless 

With fruit the vines that round the thatch-eves run; 
To bend with apples the moss’d cottage-trees. 

And fill all fruit with ripeness to the core; 

To swell the gourd, and plump the hazel shells 
With a sweet kernel; to sert budding more. 

And still more, later flowers for the bees. 

Until they think warm days will never cease. 

For Summer has o’er-brimined their clammy cell 

Who hath not seen thee oft amid thy store? 

Sometimes whoever seeks abroad may find 
Thee sitting careless on a granary floor. 

Thy hair soft-lifted by the winnowing wind; 

Or on a half-reap’d furrow sound asleep. 

Drows’d with the fume of poppies, while thy hoo 
Spares the next swath and all its twined flowers: 
And sometimes like a gleaner thou dost keep 
Steady thy laden head across a brook; 

Or by a cider-press, with patient look. 

Thou watchest the last oozings hours by hours. 
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Where are the songs of Spring? Ay, where are th 
Think not of them, thou hast thy music too,— 
While barred clouds bloom the soft-dying day. 

And touch the stubble-plains with rosy hue; 

Then in a wailful choir the small gnats mourn 
Among the river shallows, borne aloft 
Or sinking as the light wind lives or dies; 

And full-grown lambs loud bleat from hilly bourn; 
Hedge-crickets sing; and now with treble soft 
The red-breast whistles from a garden-croft; 

And gathering swallows twitter in the skies. 


O 

THOMAS HOOD 1 798 — 1845 

The Bridge of Sighs 

One more Unfortunate, 

Weary of breath. 

Rashly importunate. 

Gone to her deathl 

Take her up tenderly. 

Lift her with care; 
Fashion’d so slenderly. 

Young, and so fair! 

# 

X 

Look at her garments 
Clinging like cerements; 
Whilst the wave constantly 
Drips from her clothing; 
Take her up instantly. 

Loving, not loathing. 
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Touch her not scornfully; 
Think of her mournfully. 
Gently and humanly; 

Not of the stains of her. 

All that remains of her 
Now is pure womanly. 

Make no deep scrutiny 
Into her mutiny 

Rash and undutiful: 

Past all dishonour, 

Death has left on her 
Only the beautiful. 

Still, for all slips of hers. 

One of Eve’s family— 
Wipe those poor lips of hers 
Oozing so clammily. 

Loop up her tresses 

Escaped from the comb. 
Her fair auburn tresses; 
Whilst wonderment guesses 
Where was her home? 

Who was her father? 

Who was her mother? 
Had she a sister? 

Had she a brother? 

Or was there a dearer one 
Still, and a nearer one 
Yet, than all other? 

Alas! for the rarity 
Of Christian charity 
Under the sun I 
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O, it was pitiful! 

Near a whole city full. 

Home she had none. 

Sisterly, brotherly 
Fatherly, motherly 

Feelings had changed: 

Love, by harsh evidence. 
Thrown from its eminence; 
Even God’s providence 
Seeming estranged. 

Where the lamps quiver 
So far in the river. 

With many a light 
From window and casement. 
From garret to basement. 

She stood, with amazement. 
Houseless by night. 

The bleak wind of March 

Made her tremble and shiver; 
But not the dark arch. 

Or the black flowing river: 
Mad from life’s history. 

Glad to death’s mystery. 

Swift to be hurl’d— 
Anywhere, anywhere 
Out of the world! 

In she plunged boldly— 

No matter how coldly 
The rough river ran— 

Over the brink of it. 

Picture it—think of it. 

Dissolute Man! 
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Lave in it, drink of it. 

Then, if you can! 

Take her up tenderly. 

Lift her with care; 
Fashion'd so slenderly. 
Young, and so fair! 

Ere her limbs frigidly 
Stiffen too rigidly. 

Decently, kindly. 

Smooth and compose them; 
And her eyes, close them. 
Staring so blindly! 

Dreadfully staring 

Thro' muddy impurity. 

As when with the daring 
Last look of despairing 
Fix’d on futurity. 

Perishing gloomily, 

Spurr’d by contumely. 

Cold inhumanity. 

Burning insanity. 

Into her rest.— 

Cross her hands humbly 
As if praying dumbly. 

Over her breast! 

Owning her weakness. 

Her evil behaviour. 

And leaving, with meekness. 
Her sins to her Saviour! 
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I Remember, I Remember 

I remember, I remember. 

The house where I was born. 

The little'window where the sun 
Came peeping in at morn; 

He never came a wink too soon. 

Nor brought too long a day. 

But now, I often wish the night 
Had borne my breath awayl 

I remember, I remember. 

The roses, red and white. 

The vi’lets, and the lily-cups. 

Those flowers made of light! 

The lilacs where the robin built. 

And where my brother set 
The laburnum on his birthday,— 

The tree is living yet! 

I remember, I remember. 

Where I was used to swing. 

And thought the air must rush as fresh 
To swallows on the wing; 

My spirit flew in feathers then. 

That is so heavy now. 

And summer pools could hardly cool 
The fever on my brow! 

I remember, I remember. 

The fir trees dark and high; 

I used to think their slender tops 
Were close against the sky; 

It was a childish ignorance. 

But now *tis little joy 

To know I’m farther off from heav’n 

Than when I was a boy. 
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The Song of the Shxrt 

With fingers weary and worn. 

With eyelids heavy and red, 

A woman sat, in unwomanly rags. 
Plying her needle and thread— 
Stitch! stitch! stitch! 

In poverty, hunger, and dirt. 

And still with a voice of dolorous pitch 
She sang the ‘Song of the Shirt’ 


*Work! workl work! 

While the cock is crowing aloof! 

And work—work—work. 

Till the stars shine through the roof! 
It’s Oh! to be a slave 

Along with the barbarous Turk, 
Where woman has never a soul to save, 
If this is Christian work. 


‘W ork—work—work. 

Till the brain begins to swim; 

W ork—work—work. 

Till the eyes are heavy and dim! 
Seam, and gusset, and band. 

Band, and gusset, and seam. 

Till over the buttons I fall asleep. 
And sew them on in a dream! 


‘Oh, Men, with Sisters dear! 

Oh, Men, with Mothers and Wives! 
It is not linen you’re wearing out 
But human creatures’ lives! 
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Stitch—stitch—stitch. 

In poverty, hunger, and dirt. 

Sewing at once, with a double thread, 

A Shroud as well as a Shirt. 

‘But why do I talk of Death? 

That Phantom of grisly bone, 

I hardly fear its terrible shape. 

It seems so like my own— 

It seems so like my own. 

Because of the fasts I keep; 

Oh, God, that bread should be so dear. 

And flesh and blood so cheap! 

*W ork—work—work! 

My labor never flags; 

And what are its wages? A bed of straw, 

A crust of bread—and rags. 

That shattered roof—this naked floor— 

A table—a broken chair— 

And a wall so blank, my shadow I thank 
For sometimes falling there! 

*Work—work—work! 

From weary chime to chime, 

W ork—work—work. 

As prisoners work for crime! . 

Band, and gusset, and seam. 

Seam, and gusset, and band. 

Till the heart is sick, and the brain benumbed. 
As well as the weary hand. 

*W ork—work—work. 

In the dull December light. 

And work—work—work. 

When the weather is warm and bright— 
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While underneath the eaves 
The brooding swallows cling 
As if to show me their sunny backs 
And twit me with the spring. 

‘Ohl but to breathe the breath 

Of the cowslip and primrose sweet— 
With the sky above my head. 

And the grass beneath my feet; 

For only one short hour 
To feel as I used to feel. 

Before I knew the woes of want 
And the walk that costs a meal. 

‘Oh! but for one short hour! 

A respite however brief! 

No blessed leisure for Love or Hope, 

But only time for Grief! 

A little weeping would ease my heart. 

But in their briny bed 
My tears must stop, for every drop 
Hinders needle and thread!’ 

With fingers weary and worn. 

With eyelids heavy and red, 

A woman sat, in unwomanly rags. 

Plying her needle and thread— 

Stitch! stitch! stitch! 

In poverty, hunger, and dirt. 

And still with a voice of dolorous pitch,— 
Would that its tone could reach the Rich!— 
She sang this ‘Song of the Shirt!’ 
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RALPH WALDO EMERSON 1 803 — 1 882 

Brahma 

If the red slayer think he slays. 

Or if the slain think he is slain. 

They know not well the subtle ways 
I keep, and pass, and turn again. 

Far or forgot to me is near; 

Shadow and sunlight are the same; 

The vanished gods to me appear; 

And one to me are shame and fame. 

They reckon ill who leave me out; 

When me they fly, I am the wings; 

I am the doubter and the doubt. 

And I the hymn the Brahmin sings. 

The strong gods pine for my abode. 

And pine in vain the sacred Seven; 

But thou, meek lover of the good! 

Find me, and turn thy back on heaven. 


O 


Concord Hymn 

SUNG AT THE COMPLETION OF THE CONCORD MONUMENT, 

APRIL 19 , 1836 

By the rude bridge that arched the flood. 

Their flag to April’s breeze unfurled. 

Here once the embattled farmers stood. 

And fired the shot heard round the world. 
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The foe long since in silence slept; 

Alike the conqueror silent sleeps; 

And Time the ruined bridge has swept 

Down the dark stream which seaward creeps. 

On this green bank, by this soft stream. 

We set to-day a votive stone; 

That memory may their deed redeem. 

When, like our sires, our sons -are gone. 

Spirit, that made those heroes dare 
To die, and leave their children free. 

Bid Time and Nature gently spare 
The shaft we raise to them and thee. 

O 

Good-bye 

Good-bye, proud world! I’m going home: 
Thou art not my friend, and I’m not thine. 
Long through thy weary crowds I roam; 

A river-ark on the ocean brine. 

Long I’ve been tossed like the driven foam; 
But now, proud world! I’m going home. 
Good-bye to Flattery’s fawning face; 

To Grandeur with his wise grimace; 

To upstart Wealth’s averted eye; 

To supple Office, low and high; 

To crowded halls, to court and street; 

To frozen hearts and hasting feet; 

To those who go, and those who come; 
Good-bye, proud world! I’m going home. 

I am going to my own hearth-stone. 

Bosomed in yon green hills alone,— 

A secret nook in a pleasant land. 

Whose groves the frolic fairies planned; 
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Where arches green, the livelong day. 
Echo the blackbird’s roundelay. 

And vulgar feet have never trod 
A spot that is sacred to thought and God. 

O, when I am safe in my sylvan home, 

I tread on the pride of Greece and Rome; 
And when I am stretched beneath the pines. 
Where the evening star so holy shines, 

I laugh at the lore and the pride of man. 

At the sophist schools, and the learned clan; 
For what are they all, in their high conceit, 
When man in the bush with God may meet? 


O 

ELIZABETH BARRETT BROWNING 1 8 06 — 1 86 1 

Grief 

I tell you, hopeless grief is passionless; 

That only men incredulous of despair, 

Half-taught in anguish, through the midnight air 
Beat upward to God’s throne in loud access 
Of shrieking and reproach. Full desertness. 

In souls as countries, lieth silent-bare 
Under the blanching, vertical eye-glare 
Of the absolute Heavens. Deep-hearted man, express 
Grief for thy Dead in silence like to death— 

Most like a monumental statue set 
In everlasting watch and moveless woe 
Till itself crumble to the dust beneath. 

Touch it; the marble eyelids are not wet: 

If it could weep, it could arise and go. 
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From Sonnets from the Portuguese 

If Thou Must Love Me 

If thou must love me, let it be for nought 
Except for love’s sake only. Do not say, 

“I love her for her smile—her look—her way 
Of speaking gently,—for a trick of thought 
That falls in well with mine, and certes brought 
A sense of pleasant ease on such a day”— 

For these tilings in themselves. Beloved, may 
Be changed, or change for thee,—and love, so wrough 
May be unwrought so. Neither love me for 
Thine own dear pity’s wiping my cheeks dry,— 

A creature might forget to weep, who bore 
Thy comfort long, and lose thy love thereby! 

But love me for love’s sake, that evermore 
Thou mayest love on, through love’s eternity. 


Go From Me 

Go from me. Yet I feel that I shall stand 
Henceforward in thy shadow. Nevermore 
Alone upon the threshold of my door 
Of individual life, I shall command 
The uses of my soul, nor lift my hand 
Serenely in the sunshine as before. 

Without the sense of that which I forbore, . . . 
Thy touch upon the palm. The widest land 
Doom takes to part us, leaves thy heart in mine 
With pulses that beat double. What I do 
And what I dream include thee, as the wine 
Must taste of its own grapes. And when I sue 
God for myself, he hears that name of thine. 
And sees within my eyes the tears of two. 
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How Do I Love Thee 

How do I love thee? Let me count the ways. 

I love thee to the depth and breadth and height 
My soul can reach, when feeling out of sight 
For the ends of Being and ideal Grace. 

I love thee to the level of everyday’s 
Most quiet need, by sun and candle-light. 

I love thee freely, as men strive for Right; 

I love thee purely, as they turn from Praise. 

I love thee with the passion put to use 

In my old griefs, and with my childhood’s faith. 

I love thee with a love I seemed to lose 

With my lost saints,—I love thee with the breath, 

Smiles, tears, of all my life!—and, if God choose, 

I shall but love thee better after death. 

o 

HENRY WA DSWORTH LONGFELLOW 1807 — 1882 

A Psalm of Life 

Tell me not, in mournful numbers. 

Life is but an empty dream! — 

For the soul is dead that slumbers 
And things are not what they seem. 

Life is real! Life is earnest! 

And the grave is not its goal; 

Dust thou art, to dust returnest. 

Was not spoken of the soul. 

Not enjoyment, and not sorrow. 

Is our destined end or way; 

But to act, that each to-morrow 
Find us farther than to-day. 
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Art is long, and Time is fleeting. 

And our hearts, though stout and brave. 
Still, like muffled drums, are beating 
Funeral marches to the grave. 

In the world’s broad field of battle. 

In the bivouac of Life, 

Be not like dumb, driven catde! 

Be a hero in the strife! 

Trust no Future, howe’er pleasant! 

Let the dead Past bury its dead! 

Act,—act in the living Present! 

Heart within, and God o’erhead! 

Lives of great men all remind us 
We can make our lives sublime. 

And, departing, leave behind us 
Footprints on the sands of time; 

Footprints, that perhaps another. 

Sailing o’er life’s solemn main, 

A forlorn and shipwrecked brother. 

Seeing, shall take heart again. 

Let us, then, be up and doing. 

With a heart for any fate; 

Still achieving, still pursuing. 

Learn to labor and to wait. 
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The Day Is Done 

The day is done, and the darkness 
Falls from the wings of Night, 

As a feather is wafted downward 
From an eagle in his flight. 

I see the lights of the village 

Gleam through the rain and the mist. 
And a feeling of sadness comes o’er me 
That my soul cannot resist: 

A feeling of sadness and longing, 

That is not akin to pain. 

And resembles sorrow only 

As the mist resembles the rain. 

• 

Come, read to me some poem, 

Some simple and heartfelt lay, 

That shall soothe this restless feeling. 
And banish the thoughts of day. 

Not from the grand old masters. 

Not from the bards sublime, 

Whose distant footsteps echo 
Through the corridors of Time. 

For, like strains of martial music. 

Their mighty thoughts suggest 
Life’s endless toil and endeavor; 

And to-night I long for rest. 

Read from some humbler poet. 

Whose songs gushed from his heart. 
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As showers from the clouds of summer. 
Or tears from the eyelids start; 

Who, through long days of labor. 

And nights devoid of ease. 

Still heard in his soul the music 
Of wonderful melodies. 

Such songs have power to quiet 
The restless pulse of care. 

And come like the benediction 
That follows after prayer. 

Then read from the treasured volume 
The poem of thy choice. 

And lend to the rhyme of the poet 
The beauty of thy voice. 

And the night shall be filled with music. 
And the cares, that infest the day. 
Shall fold their tents, like the Arabs, 
And as silently steal away. 


o 

My Lost Youth 

Often I think of the beautiful town 
That is seated by the sea; 

Often in thought go up and down 

The pleasant streets of that dear old town. 

And my youth comes back to me. 

And a verse of a Lapland song 
Is haunting my memory still: 

“A boy’s will is the wind’s will. 

And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts. 
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I can see the shadowy lines of its trees. 

And catch, in sudden gleams. 

The sheen of the far-surrounding seas. 

And islands that were the Hesperides 
Of all my boyish dreams. 

And the burden of that old song. 

It murmurs and whispers still: 

“A boy's will is the wind’s will. 

And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts.” 

I remember the black wharves and the slips. 

And the sea-tides tossing free; 

And Spanish sailors with bearded lips. 

And the beauty and mystery of the ships. 

And the magic of the sea. 

And the voice of that wayward song 
Is singing and saying still: 

A boy’s will is the wind’s will. 

And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts.” 

I remember the bulwarks by the shore. 

And the fort upon the hill; 

The sunrise gun, with its hollow roar. 

The drum-beat repeated o’er and o’er. 

And the bugle wild and shrill. 

And the music of that old song 
Throbs in my memory still: 

“A boy’s will is the wind’s will. 

And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts.” 

I remember the sea-fight far away. 

How it thundered o’er the tide! * 

And the dead captains, as they lay 

n * e * graves, o’erlooking the tranquil bay 
Where they in battle died. 
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And the sound of that mournful song 
Goes through me with a thrill: 

“A boy’s will is the wind’s will. 

And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts. 


I can see the breezy dome of groves. 

The shadows of Deering’s Woods; 

And the friendships old and the early loves 
Come back with a Sabbath sound, as of doves 
In quiet neighborhoods. 

And the verse of that sweet old song. 

It flutters and murmurs still: 

“A boy’s will is the wind’s will. 

And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts.” 


I remember the gleams and glooms that dart 
Across the school-boy’s brain; 

The song and the silence in the heart. 

That in part are prophecies, and in part 
Are longings wild and vain. 

And the voice of that fitful song 
Sings on, and is never still: 

“A boy’s will is the wind’s will. 

And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts.” 


There are things of which I may not speak; 

There are dreams that cannot die; 

There are thoughts that make the strong heart weak. 
And bring a pallor into the cheek. 

And a mist before the eye. 

And the words of that fatal song 
Come over me like a chill: 

"A boy’s will is the wind’s will. 

And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts.” 
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Strange to me now are the forms I meet 
When I visit the dear old town; 

But the native air is pure and sweet. 

And the trees that o’ershadow each well-known street. 
As they balance up and down. 

Are singing the beautiful song. 

Are sighing and whispering still: 

“A boy’s will is the wind’s will. 

And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts.” 

And Deering’s Woods are fresh and fair. 

And with joy that is almost pain 
My heart goes back to wander there. 

And among the dreams of the days that were, 

I find my lost youth again. 

And the strange and beautiful song. 

The groves are repeating it still: 

“A boy’s will is the wind’s will. 

And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts.” 


O 


The Children’s Hour 

Between the dark and the daylight. 

When the night is beginning to lower, 
Comes a pause in the day’s occupations. 
That is known as the Children’s Hour. 

I hear in the chamber above me 
The patter of little feet. 

The sound of a door that is opened. 

And voices soft and sweet. 

From my study I see in the lamplight. 
Descending the broad hall stair. 
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Grave Alice, and laughing Allegra, 

And Edith with golden hair. 

A whisper, and then a silence: 

Yet I know by their merry eyes 

They are plotting and planning together 
To take me by surprise. 

A sudden rush from the stairway, 

A sudden raid from the hall! 

By three doors left unguarded 
They enter my castle wall! 

They climb up into my turret 

O’er the arms and back of my chair; 

If I try to escape, they surround me; 

They seem to be everywhere. 

They almost devour me with kisses. 

Their arms about me entwine. 

Till I think of the Bishop of Bingen 
In his Mouse-Tower on the Rhine! 

Do you think, O blue-eyed banditti. 
Because you have scaled the wall. 

Such an old mustache as I am 
Is not a match for you all! 

I have you fast in my fortress. 

And will not let you depart. 

But put you down into the dungeon 
In the round-tower of my heart. 

And there will I keep you forever. 

Yes, forever and a day. 

Till the walls shall crumble to ruin. 

And moulder in dust away! 
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JOHN GREENLEAF WHITTIER 1807 

The Barefoot Boy 


Blessings on thee, little man. 

Barefoot boy, with cheek of tan! 

With thy turned-up pantaloons. 

And thy merry whistled tunes; 

With thy red lip, redder still 
Kissed by strawberries on the hill; 
With the sunshine on thy face. 
Through thy torn brim’s jaunty grace; 
From my heart I give thee joy,— 

I was once a barefoot boy! 

Prince thou art,—the grown-up man 
Only is republican. 

Let the million-dollared ride! 

Barefoot, trudging at his side. 

Thou hast more than he can buy 
In the reach of ear and eye,— 

Outward sunshine, inward joy: 

Blessings on thee, barefoot boy! 


Oh for boyhood’s painless play, 

Meep that wakes in laughing day. 
Health that mocks the doctor’s rules, 
Knowiedge never learned of schools, 
me Wi d ^ ee s morning chase, 

* e wild-flower’s time and place. 
Flight of fowl and habitude 
Ut the tenants of the wood; 

How the tortoise bears his shell, 

Wow the woodchuck digs his cell. 
And the ground-mole sinks his well- 
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How the robin feeds her young. 

How the oriole's nest is hung; 

Where the whitest lilies blow. 

Where the freshest berries grow. 

Where the ground-nut trails its vine. 
Where the wood-grape’s clusters shine; 

Of the black wasp’s cunning way. 

Mason of his walls of clay. 

And the architectural plans 
Of gray hornet artisans! 

For, eschewing books and tasks. 

Nature answers all he asks; 

Hand in hand with her he walks, 

Face to face with her he talks. 

Part and parcel of her joy,— 

Blessings on the barefoot boy! 

Oh for boyhood’s time of June, 

Crowding years in one brief moon. 

When all things I heard or saw. 

Me, their master, waited for. 

I was rich in flowers and trees. 
Humming-birds and honey-bees; 

For my sport the squirrel played. 

Plied die snouted mole his spade; 

For my taste the blackberry cone 
Purpled over hedge and stone; 

Laughed the brook for my delight 
Through the day and through the night. 
Whispering at the garden wall. 

Talked with me from fall to fall; 

Mine the sand-rimmed pickerel pond. 

Mine the walnut slopes beyond. 

Mine, on bending orchard trees. 

Apples of Hesperides! 

Still as my horizon grew. 
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Larger grew my riches too; 

All the world I saw or knew 
Seemed a complex Chinese toy. 
Fashioned for a barefoot boy! 

Oh for festal dainties spread. 

Like my bowl of milk and bread; 
Pewter spoon and bowl of wood. 

On the door-stone, gray and rude! 

O’er me, like a regal tent. 
Cloudy-ribbed, the sunset bent. 
Purple-curtained, fringed with gold. 
Looped in many a wind-swung fold; 
While for music came the play 
Of the pied frogs’ orchestra; 

And, to light the noisy choir. 

Lit the fly his lamp of fire. 

I was monarch: pomp and joy 
Waited on the barefoot boy! 

Cheerily, then, my little man. 

Live and laugh, as boyhood canl 
Though the flinty slopes be hard. 
Stubble-speared the new-mown sward, 
Every morn shall lead thee through 
Fresh baptisms of the dew; 

Every evening from thy feet 
Shall the cool wind kiss the heat: 

All too soon these feet must hide 
In the prison cells of pride. 

Lose the freedom of the sod. 

Like a colt’s for work be shod, 

Made to tread the mills of toil. 

Up and down in ceaseless moil: 

Happy if their track be found 
Never on forbidden ground; 
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Happy if they sink not in 
Quick and treacherous sands of sin. 
Ah! that thou couldst know thy joy. 
Ere it passes, barefoot boy! 


O 

Barbara Frletciiie 

Up from the meadows rich with corn. 

Clear in the cool September morn. 

The clustered spires of Frederick stand 
Green-walled by the hills of Maryland. 
Round about them orchards sweep, 

Apple and peach tree fruited deep. 

Fair as the garden of the Lord 

To the eyes of the famished rebel horde. 

On that pleasant morn of the early fall 
When Lee marched over the mountain-wall; 
Over the mountains winding down. 

Horse and foot, into Frederick town. 

Forty flags with their silver stars. 

Forty flags with their crimson bars. 
Flapped in the morning wind: the sun 
Of noon looked down, and saw not one. 

Up rose old Barbara Frietchie then. 

Bowed with her fourscore years and ten; 
Bravest of all in Frederick town 
She took up the flag the men hauled down; 
In her attic window the staff she set. 

To show that one heart was loyal yet. 

Up the street came the rebel tread. 
Stonewall Jackson riding ahead. 

Under his slouched hat left and right 
He glanced; the old flag met his sight. 
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“Halt!”—the dust-brown ranks stood fast. 
“Fire!”—out blazed the rifle-blast. 

It shivered the window, pane and sash; 

It rent the banner with seam and gash. 
Quick, as it fell, from the broken staff 
Dame Barbara snatched the silken scarf. 
She leaned far out on the window-sill. 

And shook it forth with a royal will. 
“Shoot, if you must, this old gray head, 

But spare your country’s flag,” she said. 

A shade of sadness, a blush of shame. 
Over the face of the leader came; 

The nobler nature within him stirred 
To life at that woman’s deed and word; 
“Who touches a hair of yon gray head 
Dies like a dogl March onl” he said. 

All day long through Frederick street 
Sounded the tread of marching feet: 

All day long that free flag tost 
Over the heads of the rebel host. 

Ever its torn folds rose and fell 
On the loyal winds that loved it well; 

And through the hill-gaps sunset light 
Shone over it with a warm good-night. 

Barbara Frietchie’s work is o’er. 

And the Rebel rides on his raids no more. 
Honor to her! and let a tear 
Fall, for her sake, on Stonewall's bier. 
Over Barbara Frietchie’s grave. 

Flag of Freedom and Union, wave! 

Peace and order and beauty draw 
Round thy symbol of light and law; . 

And ever the stars above look down 
On thy stars below in Frederick town! 
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EDGAR ALLAN POE 1 8 0 9 — 1 8 49 

The Raven 

Once upon a midnight dreary, while I pondered, weak 
and weary. 

Over many a quaint and curious volume of forgotten lore, 
While I nodded, nearly napping, suddenly there came a 

tapping, ' 

As of some one gently rapping, rapping at my chamber 

door. 

“’Tis some visitor,” I muttered, “tapping at my cham¬ 
ber door— 

Only this and nothing more.” 

Ah, distinctly I remember it was in the bleak December, 
And each separate dying ember wrought its ghost upon 
the floor. 

Eagerly I wished the morrow; vainly I had sought to 
borrow 

From my books surcease of sorrow—sorrow for the lost 
Lenore, 

For the rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name 
Lenore— 

Nameless here for evermore. 


And the silken, sad, uncertain rustling of each purple 
curtain 

Thrilled me—filled me with fantastic terrors never felt 
before; 

So that now, to still the beating of my heart, I stood 
repeating, 

“ "Tis some visitor entreating entrance at my chamber 
- door— 
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Some late visitor entreating entrance at my chamber 
door— 

This it is and nothing more.” 

Presently my soul grew stronger: hesitating then no 
longer, 

“Sir,” said I, “or Madam, truly your forgiveness I im¬ 
plore; 

But the fact is I was napping, and so gently you came 
rapping, # 

And so faintly you came tapping, tapping at my chamber 
door, 

That I scarce was sure I heard you”—here I opened wide 
the door— 

Darkness there and nothing more. 

Deep into that darkness peering, long I stood there, won¬ 
dering, fearing. 

Doubting, dreaming dreams no mortal ever dared to 
dream before; 

But the silence was unbroken, and the stillness gave no 
token, 

And the only word there spoken was the whispered word 

“Lenore! ” 

This I whispered, and an echo murmured back the word 
“Lenore I” 

Merely this and nothing more. 

Back into the chamber turning, all my soul within me 
burning. 

Soon again I heard a tapping, somewhat louder than 
before. 

Surely,” said I, “surely that is something at my window 
lattice; 

Let me see, then, what thereat is, and this mystery ex¬ 
plore,— 
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Let my heart be still a moment and this mystery explore— 

’Tis the wind and nothing more.” 

Open here I flung the shutter, when, with many a flirt 
and flutter, 

In there stepped a stately Raven of the saintly days of 
yore. 

Not the least obeisance made he, not a minute stopped or 
stayed he, 

But with mien of lord or lady perched above my chamber 
door— 

Perched upon a bust of Pallas just above my chamber 
door— 

Perched and sat, and nothing more. 

Then, this ebony bird beguiling my sad fancy into smiling 

By the grave and stern decorum of the countenance it 
wore, 

“Though thy crest be shorn and shaven, thou,” I said, “art 
sure no craven, 

Ghastly, grim, and ancient Raven, wandering from the 
nightly shore: 

Tell me what thy lordly name is on the night’s Plutonian 
shore!” 

Quoth the Raven, “Nevermore.” 

Much I marveled this ungainly fowl to hear discourse so 
plainly, 

Though its answer little meaning, little relevancy bore; 

For we cannot help agreeing that no living human being 

Ever yet was blessed with seeing bird above his chamber 
door— 

Bird or beast upon the sculptured bust above his cham¬ 
ber door— 

With such name as “Nevermore.” 
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But the Raven, sitting lonely on the placid bust, spoke 
only 

That one word, as if his soul in that one word he did 
outpour. 

Nothing further then he uttered, not a feather then he 
fluttered; 

Till I scarcely more than muttered, “Other friends have 
flown before: 

On the morrow he will leave me, as my hopes have flown 
before.” 

Then the bird said, “Nevermore.” 

Startled at the stillness broken by reply so aptly spoken, 

“Doubtless,” said I, “what it utters is its only stock and 
store, 

Caught from some unhappy master whom unmerciful 
Disaster 

Followed fast and followed faster till his songs one bur¬ 
den bore, 

Till the dirges of his hope that melancholy burden bore 

Of ‘Never—nevermore/ ” 

But the Raven still beguiling my sad fancy into smiling. 

Straight I wheeled a cushioned seat in front of bird and 
bust and door; 

Then, upon the velvet sinking, I betook myself to linking 

Fancy unto fancy, thinking what this ominous bird of 
yore, 

What this grim, ungainly, ghastly, gaunt, and ominous 
bird of yore 

Meant in croaking “Nevermore.” 

This I sat engaged in guessing, but no syllable expressing 

To the fowl, whose fiery eyes now burned into my 

bosom’s core; 
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This and more I sat divining, with my head at ease re¬ 
clining 

On the cushion’s velvet lining that the lamplight gloated 
o’er, 

But whose velvet violet lining with the lamplight gloat¬ 
ing o’er. 

She shall press, ah, nevermore! 

Then, methought, the air grew denser, perfumed from an 
unseen censer 

Swung by seraphim whose foot-falls tinkled on the tufted 
floor. 

“Wretch,” I cried, “thy God hath lent thee—by these 
angels he hath sent thee 

Respite—respite and nepenthe from thy memories of 
Lenore! 

Quaff, oh quaff this kind nepenthe, and forget this lost 
Lenore!” 

Quoth the Raven, “Nevermore.” 

“Prophet!” said I, “thing of evil! prophet still, if bird or 
devil 1 

Whether Tempter sent, or whether tempest tossed thee 
here ashore, 

Desolate yet all undaunted, on this desert land en¬ 
chanted— 

On this home by Horror haunted—tell me truly, I im¬ 
plore: 

Is there—is there balm in Gilead?—tell me—tell me, I 
implorel” 

Quoth the Raven, “Nevermore.” 

“Prophet!” said I, “thing of evil—prophet still, if bird or 
devil! 

By that Heaven that bends above us, by that God we 
both adore. 
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Tell this soul with sorrow laden if, within the distant 
Aidenn, 

It shall clasp a sainted maiden whom the angels name 
Lenore: 

Clasp a rare and radiant maiden whom the angels name 
Lenore!” 

Quoth the Raven, “Nevermore.” 

“Be that word our sign of parting, bird or fiend!” I 

shrieked, upstarting: , 

“Get thee back into the tempest and the Night s Pluto- 

nian shorel , 

Leave no black plume as a token of that lie thy soul hath 

spoken 1 

Leave my loneliness unbrokenl quit the bust above my 
doorl 

Take thy beak from out my heart, and take thy torm 

from off my doorl” 

Quoth the Raven, “Nevermore ” 

And the Raven, never flitting, still is sitting, still is sitting 
On the pallid bust of Pallas just above my chamber door; 
And his eyes have all the seeming of a demon s that is 

dreaming, , 

And the lamp-light o’er him streaming throws his shadow 

on the floor; 

And my soul from out that shadow that lies floating on 
the floor 

Shall be lifted—nevermore 1 
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Ulalume 

The skies they were ashen and sober; 

The leaves they were crisped and sere. 

The leaves they were withering and sere; 

It was night in the lonesome October 
Of my most immemorial year; 

It was hard by the dim lake of Auber, 

In the misty mid region of Weir: 

It was down by the dank tarn of Auber, 

In the ghoul-haunted woodland of Weir. 

Here once, through an alley Titanic 
Of cypress, I roamed with my Soul— 

Of cypress, with Psyche, my Soul. 

These were days when my heart was volcanic 
As the scoriae rivers that roll. 

As the lavas that restlessly roll 
Their sulphurous currents down Yaanek 
In the ultimate climes of the pole, 

That groan as they roll down Mount Yaanek 
In the realms of the boreal pole. 

Our talk had been serious and sober. 

But our thoughts they were palsied and sere. 
Our memories were treacherous and sere. 

For we knew not the month was October, 

And we marked not the night of the year, 
(Ah, night of all nights in the year! ) 

We noted not the dim lake of Auber 

(Though once we had journeyed down here). 
Remembered not the dank tarn of Auber 
Nor the ghoul-haunted woodland of Weir. 
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And now, as the night was senescent 
And star-dials pointed to morn, 

As the star-dials hinted of morn. 

At the end of our path a liquescent 
And nebulous lustre was born, 

Out of which a miraculous crescent 
Arose with a duplicate horn, 

Astarte’s bediamonded crescent 
Distinct with its duplicate horn. 

And I said—“She is warmer than Dian: 

She rolls through an ether of sighs, 

She revels in a region of sighs: 

She has seen that the tears are not dry on 
These cheeks, where the worm never dies, 

And has come past the stars of the Lion 
To point us the path to the skies. 

To the Lethean peace of the skies: 

Come up, in despite of the Lion, 

To shine on us with her bright eyes: 

Come up through the lair of the Lion, 

With love in her luminous eyes.” 

But Psyche, uplifting her finger, 

Said— “Sadly this star I mistrust. 

Her pallor I strangely mistrust: 

Ch, hasten!—oh, let us not linger! 

Oh, fly!—let us fly!—for we must.” 

In terror she spoke, letting sink her 
Wings until they trailed in the dust; 

In agony sobbed, letting sink her 
Plumes till they trailed in the dust, 

Till they sorrowfully trailed in the dust. 
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I replied—“This is nothing but dreaming: 

Let us on by this tremulous light! 

Let us bathe in this crystalline light! 

Its sibyllic splendor is beaming 

With hope and in beauty to-night: 

See, it flickers up the sky through the night! 

Ah, we safely may trust to its gleaming. 

And be sure it will lead us aright: 

We safely may trust to a gleaming 
That cannot but guide us aright. 

Since it flickers up to Heaven through the night.” 

Thus I pacified Psyche and kissed her, 

And tempted her out of her gloom, 

And conquered her scruples and gloom; 

And we passed to the end of the vista. 

But were stopped by the door of a tomb. 

By the door of a legended tomb; 

And I said—“What is written, sweet sister. 

On the door of this legended tomb?” 

She replied—“Ulalume—Ulalume— 

’Tis the vault of thy lost Ulalume!” 

Then my heart it grew ashen and sober 
As the leaves that were crisped and sere. 

As the leaves that were withering and sere. 

And I cried—“It was surely October 
On this very night of last year 
That I journeyed—I journeyed down here. 

That I brought a dread burden down here: 

On this night of all nights in the year, 

Ah, what demon has tempted me here? 

Well I know, now, this dim lake of Auber, 

This misty mid region of Weir: 

Well I know, now, this dank tarn of Auber, 

This ghoul-haunted woodland of Weir.” 
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Annabel Lee 

It was many and many a year ago, 

In a kingdom by the sea, 

That a maiden there lived, whom you may know 
By the name of Annabel Lee; 

And this maiden she lived with no other thought 
Than to love, and be loved by me. 

I was a child and she was a child, 

In this kingdom by the sea; 

But we loved with a love that was more than love, 
I and my Annabel Lee,— 

With a love that the winged seraphs of heaven 
Coveted her and me. 

And this was the reason that long ago. 

In this kingdom by the sea, 

A wind blew out of a cloud, chilling 
My beautiful Annabel Lee; 

°a kigh-bom kinsmen came. 

And bore her away from me, 

0 *ut her up in a sepulchre. 

In this kingdom by the sea. 

The a ng e l s> not half so happy in heaven. 

Went envying her and me. 

t T? at i Vas the reason (as all men know) 

TW u t ^ le sea > 

pj out of the cloud by night. 

Chilling and killing my Annabel Lee. 

Bu nf°£ W Was stron S er b y far than the love 
ct those who were older than we, 

Ut many far wiser than we; 

And neither the angels in heaven above. 
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Nor the demons down under the sea. 

Can ever dissever my soul from the soul 
Of the beautiful Annabel Lee. 

For the moon never beams without bringing me dreams 
Of the beautiful Annabel Lee, 

And the stars never rise but I feel the bright eyes 
Of the beautiful Annabel Lee. 

And so, all the night-tide I lie down by the side 
Of my darling, my darling, my life, and my bride. 

In her sepulchre there by the sea. 

In her tomb by the sounding sea. 


e 


To Helen 

Helen, thy beauty is to me 

Like those Nicean barks of yore 
That gently, o’er a perfumed sea. 

The weary way-worn wanderer bore 
To his own native shore. 

On desperate seas long wont to roam. 
Thy hyacinth hair, thy classic face. 
Thy Naiad airs have brought me home 
To the glory that was Greece, 

And the grandeur that was Rome. 

Lo, in yon brilliant window-niche 
How statue-like I see thee stand. 
The agate lamp within thy hand. 

Ah! Psyche, from the regions which 
Are holy land! 
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The Bells 
i 

Hear the sledges with the bells— 

Silver bells! 

What a world of merriment their melody foretells! 
How they tinkle, tinkle, tinkle, 

In the icy air of night! 

While the stars that oversprinkle 
All the heavens, seem to twinkle 
With a crystalline delight; 

Keeping time, time, time. 

In a sort’of Runic rhyme, 

To the tintinnabulation that so musically wells 
From the bells, bells, bells, bells, 

Bells, bells, bells— 

From the jingling and the tinkling of the bells. 

n 

Hear the mellow wedding bells— 

Golden bellsl 

What a world of happiness their harmony foretells! 
Through the balmy air of night 
How they ring out their delight!— 

From the molten-golden notes. 

And all in tune. 

What a liquid ditty floats 
To the turtle-dove that listens, while she gloats 

On the moon! 

Oh, from out the sounding cells, 

What a gush of euphony voluminously wells! 

How it swells! 

How it dwells 
On the Futurel—how it tells 
Of the rapture that impels 
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To the swinging and the ringing 
Of the bells, bells, bells— 

Of the bells, bells, bells, bells. 

Bells, bells, bells— 

To the rhyming and the chiming of the bells! 


m 

Hear the loud alarum bells— 

Brazen bells! 

What a tale of terror, now their turbulency tells! 

In the startled ear of night 

Plow they scream out their affright! 

Too much horrified to speak. 

They can only shriek, shriek. 

Out of tune. 

In a clamorous appealing to the mercy of the fire. 

In a mad expostulation with the deaf and frantic fire. 
Leaping higher, higher, higher. 

With a desperate desire. 

And a resolute endeavor 
Now—now to sit, or never. 

By the side of the pale-faced moon. 

Oh, the bells, bells, bells! 

What a tale their terror tells 
Of Despair! 

How they clang, and clash, and roar! 

What a horror they outpour 
On the bosom of the palpitating air! 

Yet the ear, it fully knows. 

By the twanging. 

And the clanging. 

How the danger ebbs and flows; 

Yet the ear distinctly tells. 

In the jangling. 

And the wrangling. 
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How the danger sinks and swells. 

By the sinking or the swelling in the anger of the bells— 

Of the bells— 

Of the bells, bells, bells, bells, 

Bells, bells, bells— 

In the clamor and the clanging of the bells! 

✓ 

IV 

Hear the tolling of the bells— 

Iron bellsl 

What a world of solemn thought their monody compels! 
In the silence of the night, 

How we shiver with affright 
At the melancholy menace of their tonel 
For every sound that floats 
From the rust within their throats 
Is a groan. 

And the people—ah, the people— 

They that dwell up in the steeple. 

All alone, 

And who, tolling, tolling, tolling, 

In that muffled monotone. 

Feel a glory in so rolling 

On the human heart a stone— 

They are neither man nor woman— 

They are neither brute nor human— 

They are Ghouls:— 

And their king it is who tolls:— 

And he rolls, rolls, rolls. 

Rolls 

A paean from the bellsl 
And his merry bosom swells 
With the paean of the bellsl 
And he dances, and he yells; 

Keeping time, time, time. 

In a sort of Runic rhyme. 
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To the paean of the bells: — 

Of the bells: 

Keeping time, time, time. 

In a sort of Runic rhyme. 

To the throbbing of the bells— 

Of the bells, bells, bells— 

To the sobbing of the bells: — 

Keeping time, time, time. 

As he knells, knells, knells. 

In a happy Runic rhyme. 

To the rolling of the bells— 

Of the bells, bells, bells: — 

To the tolling of the bells— 

Of the bells, bells, bells, bells. 

Bells, bells, bells— 

To the moaning and the groaning of the bells. 


o 


EDWARD FITZGERALD 1 8 0 9 — 1 88 3 

RubaiyAt of Omar Khayyam 

i 

Wake! For the Sun, who scatter’d into flight 
The Stars before him from the Field of Night, 

Drives Night along with them from Heav’n, and strikes 
The Sultan’s Turret with a Shaft of Light. 

n 

Before the phantom of False morning 1 died, 

Methought a Voice within the Tavern cried, 

“When all the Temple is prepared within. 

Why nods the drowsy Worshipper outside?” 

1 a transient light on the horizon. 
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And, as the Cock crew, those who stood before 
The Tavern shouted—“Open then the Door! 

You know how little while we have to stay, 

>> 

And, once departed, may return no more. 

IV 

Now the New Year reviving old Desires, 

The thoughtful Soul to Solitude retires, 

Where the White Hand of Moses 1 on the Bough 
Puts out, and Jesus from the Ground suspires. 

v 

Iram 3 indeed is gone with all his Rose, 

And Jamshyd’s 4 Sev’n-ring’d Cup where no one mows, 

But still a Ruby kindles in the Vine, 

And many a Garden by the Water blows. 


And David’s lips are lockt; but in divine 
, High-piping Pehlevi, 5 with “Wine! Wine! Wine! 
Red Wine 1”—the Nightingale cries to the Rose 
That sallow cheek of hers to incarnadine. 


vn 

Come, fill the Cup, and in the fire of Spring 
Your Winter-garment of Repentance fling: 

The Bird of Time has but a little way 
To flutter—and the Bird is on the Wing. 

1 Sec Exodus iv, 6. The metaphor is applied to the blossoming of 

flowers. -a A 

2 the Persians believed that “the healing power of Jesus reside 

in his breath.” » 

3 an ancient Persian garden. 

4 legendary king of Persia. 

5 ancient Persian language. 
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vra 

Whether at Naishapur or Babylon, 

Whether the Cup with sweet or bitter run. 

The Wine of Life keeps oozing drop by drop. 

The Leaves of Life keep falling one by one. 

ix 

Each Morn a thousand Roses brings, you say; 

Yes but where leaves the Rose of Yesterday? 

And this first Summer month that brings the Rose 
Shall take Jamshyd and Kaikobad away. 

x 

Well, let it take them! What have we to do 
With Kaikobad the Great, or Kaikhosru? 

Let Zal and Rustum bluster as they will. 

Or Hatim 1 call to Supper—heed not you. 

XI 

With me along the strip of Herbage strown 
That just divides the desert from the sown. 

Where name of Slave and Sultan is forgot— 

And Peace to Mahmud on his golden Throne! 

xn 

A Book of Verses underneath the Bough, 

A Jug of Wine, a Loaf of Bread—and Thou 
Beside me singing in the Wilderness— 

Oh, Wilderness were Paradise enowl 

xm 

Some for the Glories of This World; and some 
Sigh for the Prophet’s Paradise to come; 

* Ah, take the Cash, and let the Credit go. 

Nor heed the rumble of a distant Drum! 

i all heroes of Persian legend. 
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xrv 

Look to the blowing Rose about us—"Lo, 

Laughing,” she says, "into the world I blow. 

At once the silken tassel of my Purse 
Tear, and its Treasure on the Garden throw.’ 

xv 

And those who husbanded the Golden Grain, 

And those who flung it to the winds like Rain, 

Alike to no such aureate Earth are turn’d 
As, buried once, Men want dug up again. 

XVI 

The Worldly Hope men set their Hearts upon 
Turns Ashes—or it prospers; and anon. 

Like Snow upon the Desert’s dusty Face, 

Lighting a little hour or two—is gone. 

xvn 

Think, in this batter’d Caravanserai 
Whose portals are alternate Night and Day, 

How Sult&n after Sult&n with his Pomp 
Abode his destin’d Hour, and went his way. 

xvm 

They say the Lion and the Lizard keep 

The Courts where Jamshyd gloried and drank deep: 

And Bahr&m, that great Hunter—the Wild Ass 
Stamps o’er his Head, but cannot break his Sleep. 

xix 

I sometimes think that never blows so red 
The Rose as where some buried Caesar bled; 

That every Hyacinth the Garden wears 
Dropt in her Lap from some once lovely Head. 
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xx 

And this reviving Herb whose tender Green 
Fledges the River-Lip on which we lean— 

Ah, lean upon it lightlyl for who knows 
From what once lovely Lip it springs unseen! 

XXI 

Ah, my Beloved, fill the Cup that clears 
To-day of past Regrets and future Fears: 

To-morrowI— Why, To-morrow I may be 
Myself with Yesterday’s Sev’n thousand Years. 

xxn 

For some we loved, the loveliest and the best 
That from his Vintage rolling Time hath prest. 
Have drunk their Cup a Round or two before. 
And one by one crept silently to rest. 

XXIII 

And we that now make merry in the Room 
They left, and Summer dresses in new bloom. 
Ourselves must we beneath the Couch of Earth 
Descend—ourselves to make a couch—for whom? 

xxrv 

Ah, make the most of what we yet may spend. 
Before we too into the Dust descend; 

Dust into Dust, and under Dust to lie. 

Sans Wine, sans Song, sans Singer, and—sans End 

xxv 

Alike for those who for To-day prepare. 

And those that after some To-morrow stare, 

A Muezzin 1 from the Tower of Darkness cries, 
“Fools! your Reward is neither Here nor There.” 

1 the crier who summons the faithful to prayer. 
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Why, all the Saints and Sages who discuss d 
Of the Two Worlds so wisely—they art thrust 

Like foolish Prophets forth; their Words to Scorn 
Are scatter’d, and their Mouths are stopt with Dust. 

xxvn 

Myself when young did eagerly frequent 
Doctor and Saint, and heard great argument 
About it and about: but evermore 
Came out by the same door where in I went. 

xxvm 

With them the seed of Wisdom did I sow, 

And with mine own hand wrought to make it grow; 

And this was all the Harvest that I reap d— 

“I came like Water, and like Wind I go.” 

XXIX 

Into this Universe, and Why not knowing 
Nor Whence , like Water willy-nilly flowing; 

And out of it, as Wind along the Waste, 

I know not Whither, willy-nilly, blowing. 

XXX 

What, without asking, hither hurried Whence? 

And, without asking, Whither hurried hence? 

Oh, many a Cup of this forbidden Wine 
Must drown the memory of that insolencel 

XXXI 

Up from Earth’s Centre through the Seventh Gate 
I rose, and on the Throne of Saturn sate, 

And many a Knot unravell’d by the Road; 

But not the Master-knot of Human Fate. 
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XXXH 

There was the Door to which I found no Key; 
There was the Veil through which I might not see 
Some little talk awhile of Me and Thee 
There was—and then no more of Thee and Me. 

xxxm 

Eartli could not answer; nor the Seas that mourn 
In flowing Purple, of their Lord forlorn; 

Nor rolling Heaven, with all his Signs 1 reveal d 
And hidden by the sleeve of Night and Morn. 

xxxrv 

Then of the Thee in Me who works behind 
The Veil, I lifted up my hands to find 

A Lamp amid the Darkness; and I heard. 

As from Without— "The Me within Thee blind! 

XXXV 

Then to the Lip of this poor earthen Urn 
I lean’d, the Secret of my Life to learn: 

And Lip to Lip it murmur’d—“While you live, 
Drink!—for, once dead, you never shall return.” 

XXXVI 

I think the Vessel, that with fugitive 
Articulation answer’d, once did live. 

And drink; and Ah! the passive Lip I kiss d. 
How many Kisses might it take-and give! 

xxxvn 

For I remember stopping by the way 
To watch a Potter thumping his wet Clay: 

And with its all-obliterated Tongue 
It murmur’d—“Gently, Brother, gently, pray! 

1 siftns of the Zodiac. 
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And has not such a Story from of Old 
Down Man’s successive generations roll’d 
Of such a clod of saturated Earth 
Cast by the Maker into Human mould? 

t 

XXXIX 

And not a drop that from our Cups we throw 
For Earth to drink of, but may steal below 
To quench the fire of Anguish in some Eye 
There hidden—far beneath, and long ago. 

XL 

As then the Tulip for her morning sup 
Of Heav’nly Vintage from the soil looks up. 
Do you devoutly do the like, till Heav’n 
To Earth invert you—like an empty Cup. 


XLI 

Perplext no more with Human or Divine, 
To-morrow’s tangle to the winds resign, 
And lose your fingers in the tresses of 
The Cypress-slender Minister of Wine. 


XI_.II 

And if the Wine you drink, the Lip you press. 

End in what All begins and ends in—Yes; 

Think then you are To-day what Yesterday 
You were— To-morrow you shall not be less. 

xlih 

So when the Angel of the darker Drink 
At last shall find you by the river-brink. 

And offering his Cup, invite your Soul 
Forth to your Lips to quaff—you shall not shrink. 
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XLTV 

Why, if the Soul can fling the Dust aside. 

And naked on the Air of Heaven ride, 

Were’t not a Shame—were’t not a Shame for him 
In this clay carcase crippled to abide? 

XLV 

’Tis but a Tent where takes his one day’s rest 
A Sultan to the realm of Death addrest; 

The Sultan rises, and the dark Ferrash 1 
Strikes, and prepares it for another Guest. 

XL VI 

And fear not lest Existence closing your 
Account, and mine, should know the like no more; 

The Eternal S&ki 2 from that Bowl has pour’d 
Millions of Bubbles like us, and will pour. 

XL VII 

When You and I behind the Veil are past, 

Oh, but the long, long while the World shall last 
Which of our Coming and Departure heeds 
As the Sea’s self should heed a pebble-cast. 

XLVIII 

A Moment’s Halt—a momentary taste 
Of Being from the Well amid the Waste— 

And Lo!—the phantom Caravan has reach’d 
The Nothing it set out from—Oh, make hastel 

XL IX 

Would you that spangle of Existence spend 
About the secret— quick about it. Friend! 

A Hair perhaps divides the False and True— 

And upon what, prithee, does life depend? 

1 attendant 2 wine-bearer 
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A Hair perhaps divides the False and True; 

Yes; and a single Alif 1 were the clue— 

Could you but find it—to the Treasure-house, 

And peradventure to The Master too; 

LI 

Whose secret Presence, through Creation’s veins 
Running Quicksilver-like eludes your pains; 

Taking all shapes from Mah to Mahi ; 2 and 
They change and perish all—but He remains; 

in 

A moment guess’d—then back behind the Fold 
Immerst of Darkness round the Drama roll’d 
Which, for the Pastime of Eternity, 

He doth Himself contrive, enact, behold. 

Lin 

But if in vain, down on the stubborn floor 
Of Earth, and up to Heav’n’s unopening Door, 

You gaze To-day, while You are You—how then 
To-morrow, when You shall be You no more? 

LIV 

Waste not your Hour, nor in the vain pursuit 
Of This and That endeavor and dispute; 

Better be jocund with the fruitful Grape 
Than sadden after none, or bitter. Fruit. 

LV 

You know, my Friends, with what a brave Carouse 
I made a Second Marriage in my house; 

Divorced old barren Reason from my Bed, 

And took the Daughter of the Vine to Spouse. 

1 A. 2 to moon. 
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LVI 

For “Is” and “Is-not” though with Rule and Line, 

And “Up-and-down” by Logic I define. 

Of all that one should care to fathom, I 
Was never deep in anything but—Wine. 

lvh 

Ah, but my Computations , 1 People say. 

Reduced the Year to better reckoning?—Nay, 

’Twas only striking from the Calendar 
Unborn To-morrow, and dead Yesterday. 

Lvm 

And lately, by the Tavern Door agape. 

Came shining through the Dusk an Angel Shape 
Bearing a Vessel on his Shoulder; and 
He bid me taste of it; and ’twas—the Grapel 

LIX 

The Grape that can with Logic absolute 
The Two-and-Seventy jarring Sects confute: 

The sovereign Alchemist that in a trice 
Life’s leaden metal into Gold transmute: 

LX 

The mighty Mahmud, Allah-breathing Lord, 

That all the misbelieving and black Horde 
Of Fears and Sorrows that infest the Soul 
Scatters before him with his whirlwind Sword. 

LXI 

Why, be this Juice the growth of God, who dare 
Blaspheme the twisted tendril as a Snare? 

A Blessing, we should use it, should we not? 

And if a Curse—why, then. Who set it there? 

1 Omar was a profound mathematician, and helped reform the 
calendar. 
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I must abjure the Balm of Life, I must. 

Scared by some After-reckoning ta’en on trust. 
Or lured with Hope of some Diviner Drink, 
To fill the Cup—when crumbled into Dust! 


Lxm 

Oh, threats of Hell and Hopes of Paradise! 

One thing at least is certain —This Life flies; 

One thing is certain and the rest is Lies; 

The Flower that once has blown for ever dies. 

Lxxv 

Strange, is it not? that of the myriads who 
Before us pass’d the door of Darkness through. 
Not one returns to tell us of the Road, 

Which to discover we must travel too. 

LXV 

The Revelations of Devout and Learn’d 
Who rose before us, and as Prophets burn’d. 

Are all but Stories, which, awoke from Sleep 
They told their comrades, and to Sleep return’d. 

LXVI 

I sent my Soul through the Invisible, 

Some letter of that After-life to spell: 

And by and by my Soul return’d to me. 

And answer’d “I Myself am Heav’n and Hell:” 


Lxvn 

Heav’n but the Vision of fulfill’d Desire, 

And Hell the Shadow from a Soul on fire. 

Cast on the Darkness into which Ourselves, 
So late emerged from, shall so soon expire. 
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Lxvm 

We are no other than a moving row 
Of Magic Shadow-shapes that come and go 
Round with the Sun-illumined Lantern held 
In Midnight by the Master of the Show; 

LXIX 

But helpless Pieces of the Game He plays 
Upon this Chequer-board of Nights and Days; 

Plither and thither moves, and checks, and slays, 
And one by one back in the Closet lays. 

LXX 

The Ball no question makes of Ayes and Noes, 

But Here or There as strikes the Player goes; 

And He that toss’d you down into the Field, 

He knows about it all —he knows—H e knows! 

LXXI 

The Moving Finger writes; and, having writ. 

Moves on: nor all your Piety nor Wit 

Shall lure it back to cancel half a Line, 

Nor all your Tears wash out a Word of it. 

" Lxxn 

And that inverted Bowl they call the Sky, 

Whereunder crawling coop’d we live and die. 

Lift not your hands to It for help—for It 
As impotently moves as you or I. 

Lxxm 

With Earth’s first Clay They did the Last Man knead, 
And there of the Last Harvest sow’d the Seed: 

And the first Morning of Creation wrote 
What the Last Dawn of Reckoning shall read. 
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Yesterday This Day’s Madness did prepare; 
To-morrow’s Silence, Triumph, or Despair: 

Drink! for you know not whence you came, nor 
Drink! for you know not why you go, nor where. 

LXXV 

I tell you this—When, started from the Goal, 

Over the flaming shoulders of the Foal 

Of Heav’n Parwin and Mushtari 1 they flung. 

In my predestined Plot of Dust and Soul 

lxxvi 

The Vine had struck a fibre: which about 
If clings my Being—let the Dervish flout; 

Of my Base metal may be filed a Key, 

That shall unlock the Door he howls without. 

lxxvti 

And this I know: whether the one True Light 
Kindle to Love, or Wrath-consume me quite. 

One Flash of It within the Tavern caught 
Better than in the Temple lost outright. 

Lxxvra 

What! out of senseless Nothing to provoke 
A conscious Something to resent the yoke 
Of unpermitted Pleasure, under pain 
Of Everlasting Penalties, if broke! 

LXXIX 

What! from his helpless Creature be repaid 
Pure Gold for what he lent him dross-allay’d— 
Sue for a Debt we never did contract. 

And cannot answer—Oh, the sorry tradel 

1 the Pleiades and Jupiter. 
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LXXX 

Oh Thou, who didst with pitfall and with gin 
Beset the Road I was to wander in. 

Thou wilt not with Predestined Evil round 
Enmesh, and then impute my Fall to Sin! 

LXXXI 

Oh Thou, who Man of baser Earth didst make. 

And e’en with Paradise devise the Snake: 

For all the Sin wherewith the Face of Man 
Is blacken’d— Man’s forgiveness give—and take! . . . 

Lxxxn 

As under cover of departing Day 
Slunk hunger-stricken Ramazan 1 away. 

Once more within the Potter’s house alone 
I stood, surrounded by the Shapes of Clay. 

LXXX m 

Shapes of all Sorts and Sizes, great and small. 

That stood along the floor and by the wall; 

And some loquacious Vessels were; and some 
Listen’d perhaps, but never talk’d at all. 

lxxxiv 

Said one among them—“Surely not in vain 
My substance of the common Earth was ta’en 
And to this Figure moulded, to be broke,^ 

Or trampled back to shapeless Earth again.” 

LXXXV 

Then said a second-“Ne’er a peevish Boy 
Would break the Bowl from which he drank in joy; 

And He that with his hand the Vessel made 
Will surely not in after Wrath destroy.” 

1 the Mohammedan month of fasting. 
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After a momentary silence spake 
Some Vessel of a more ungainly Make: 

“They sneer at me for leaning all awry: 
What! did the Hand then of the Potter shake?” 

LXXXVII 

Whereat some of the loquacious Lot— 

I think a Sufi pipkin—waxing hot— 

“All this of Pot and Potter—Tell me then 
Who is the Potter, pray, and who the Pot?” 

Lxxxvm 

“Why,” said another, “Some there are who tell 
Of one who threatens he will toss to Hell 

The luckless Pots he marr’d in making—Pish! 
He’s a Good Fellow, and ’twill all be well.” 


LXXXIX 

“Well,” murmur’d one, “Let whoso make or buy. 

My Clay with long Oblivion is gone dry: 

But fill me with the old familiar Juice, 

Methinks I might recover by and by.” 

xc 

So while the Vessels one by one were speaking, 

Tlie little Moon 1 look’d in that all were seeking: 

And then they jogg’d each other, “Brother! Brother 
Now for the Porter’s shoulder-knot a-creaking !” 2 

xci ' 

Ah, with the Grape my fading Life provide. 

And wash the Body whence the Life has died. 

And lay me, shrouded in the living Leaf, 

By some not unfrequented Garden-side. 

1 the new moon that marked the end of the month of fasting 

2 with the burden of wine-jars. 
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xcn 

That ev’n my buried Ashes such a snare 
Of Vintage shall fling up into the Air 
As not a True-believer passing by 
But shall be overtaken unaware. 

4 

XCIII 

Indeed the Idols I have loved so long 

Have done my credit in this World much wrong. 

Have drown’d my Glory in a shallow Cup, 

And sold my Reputation for a Song. 

xcrv 

Indeed, indeed, Repentance oft before 
I swore—but was I sober when I sworei* 

And then and then came Spring, and Rose-m-hand 
My thread-bare Penitence apieces tore. 


xcv 

And much as Wine has play’d the Infidel, 

And robb’d me of my Robe of Honor-Well, 

I wonder often what the Vintners buy 
One half so precious as the stuff they sell. 

xcvi 

Yet Ah, that-Spring should vanish with the Rose! 
That Youth’s sweet-scented manuscript should close! 

The Nightingale that in the branches sang. 

All whence, and whither flown again, who knows! 

XCVII 

Would but the Desert of the Fountain yield 
One glimpse-if dimly, yet indeed, reveal’d. 

To which the fainting Traveller might spring. 

As springs the trampled herbage of the field. 
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Would but some winged Angel ere too late 
Arrest the yet unfolded Roll of Fate, 

And make the stern Recorder otherwise 
Enregister, or quite obliterate! 

xcrx 

Ah Love! could you and I with Him conspire 
To grasp this sorry Scheme of Things Entire, 
Would not we shatter it to bits—and then 
Re-mould it nearer to the Heart’s desire! . . . 

c 

Yon rising Moon that looks for us again— 

How oft hereafter will she wax and wane; 

How oft hereafter rising look for us 
Through this same Garden—and for one in vain! 

ci 

And when like her, oh S&ki, you shall pass 
Among the Guests Star-scatter’d on the Grass, 
And in your joyous errand reach the spot 
Where I made One—turn down an empty Glass! 

TAMAM 1 

1 the end. 
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ALFRED, LORD TENNYSON 1809 — 1892 

Choric Song from The Lotos-Eaters 

There is sweet music here that softer falls 
Than petals from blown roses on the grass. 

Or night-dews on still waters between walls 
Of shadowy granite, in a gleaming pass: 

Music that gentlier on the spirit lies. 

Than tired eyelids upon tired eyes; ....... 

Music that brings sweet sleep down from the blissful skies. 

Plere are cool mosses deep, 

And thro’ the moss the ivies creep. 

And in the stream the long-leaved flowers weep. 

And from the craggy ledge the poppy hangs in sleep. 

Why are we weigh’d upon with heaviness. 

And utterly consumed with sharp distress, 

While all things else have rest from weariness? 

All things have rest: why should we toil alone. 

We only toil, who are the first of tilings. 

And make perpetual moan. 

Still from one sorrow to another thrown; 

Nor ever fold our wings. 

And cease from wanderings. 

Nor steep our brows in slumber s holy balm. 

Nor harken what the inner spirit sings, 

“There is no joy but calm!”- . . 0 

Why should we only toil, the roof and crown of things? 

Lo! in the middle of the wood. 

The folded leaf is woo’d from out the bud 
With winds upon the branch, and there 
Grows green and broad, and takes no care, 

Sun-steep’d at noon, and in the moon 
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Nightly dew-fed; and turning yellow 
Falls, and floats adown the air. 

Lol sweeten'd with the summer light. 

The full-juiced apple, waxing over-mellow. 
Drops in a silent autumn night. 

All its allotted length of days 
The flower ripens in its place, 

Ripens and fades, and falls, and hath no toil. 
Fast-rooted in the fruitful soil. 


Hateful is the dark-blue sky. 

Vaulted o’er the dark-blue sea. 

Death is the end of life; ah, why 
Should life all labour be? 

Let us alone. Time driveth onward fast, 

And in a little while our lips are dumb. 

Let us alone. What is it that will last? 

All things are taken from us, and become 
Portions and parcels of the dreadful past. 

Let us alone. What pleasure can we have 
To war with evil? Is there any peace 
In ever climbing up the climbing wave? 

All things have rest, and ripen toward the grave 
In silence—ripen, fall, and cease: 

Give us long rest or death, dark death, or dreamful ease. 


How sweet it were, hearing the downward stream. 

With half-shut eyes ever to seem 

Falling asleep in a half-dreami 

To dream and dream, like yonder amber light. 

Which will not leave the myrrh-bush on the height; 

To hear each other’s whisper’d speech; 

Eating the Lotos day by day. 

To watch the crisping ripples on the beach. 

And tender curving lines of creamy spray; 
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To lend our hearts and spirits wholly 
To the influence of mild-minded melancholy; 

To muse and brood and live again in memory. 

With those old faces of our infancy 
Heap’d over with a mound of grass. 

Two handfuls of white dust, shut in an urn of brass! 

Dear is the memory of our wedded lives. 

And dear the last embraces of our wives 

And their warm tears; but all hath suffer d change; 

For surely now our household hearths are cold. 

Our sons inherit us, our looks are strange. 

And we should come like ghosts to trouble joy. 

Or else the island princes over-bold 

Have eat our substance, and the minstrel sings 

Before them of the ten years’ war in Troy, 

And our great deeds, as half-forgotten things. 

Is there confusion in the little isle? 

Let what is broken so remain. 

The Gods are hard to reconcile; 

’T is hard to settle order once again. 

There is confusion worse than death. 

Trouble on trouble, pain on pain. 

Long labour unto aged breath. 

Sore task to hearts worn out by many wars 

And eyes grown dim with gazing on the pilot-stars. 

But, propped on beds of amaranth and moly. 

How sweet—while warm airs lull us, blowing lowly— 
With half-dropped eyelid still. 

Beneath a heaven dark and holy. 

To watch the long bright river drawing slowly 
His waters from the purple hill— 

To hear the dewy echoes calling 

From cave to cave thro’ the thick-twined vine— 

To watch the emerald-colour’d water falling 
Thro’ many a woven acanthus-wreath divine! 
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Only to hear and see the far-off sparkling brine. 

Only to hear were sweet, stretch’d out beneath the pine. 

The Lotos blooms below the barren peak. 

The Lotos blows by every winding creek;' 

All day the wind breathes low with mellower tone; 

Thro’ every hollow cave and alley lone 
Round and round the spicy downs the yellow Lotos-dust 
is blown. 

We have had enough of action, and of motion we. 

Roll’d to starboard, roll’d to larboard, when the surge was 
seething free. 

Where the wallowing monster spouted his foam-fountains 
in the sea. 

Let us swear an oath, and keep it with an equal mind. 

In the hollow Lotos-land to live and lie reclined 
On the hills like Gods together, careless of mankind. 

For they lie beside their nectar, and the bolts are hurl’d 
Far below them in the valleys, and the clouds are lightly 
curl’d 

Round their golden houses, girdled with the gleaming 
world; 

Where they smile in secret, looking over wasted lands. 
Blight and famine, plague and earthquake, roaring deeps 
and fiery sands. 

Clanging fights, and flaming towns, and sinking ships, and 
praying hands. 

But they smile, they find a music centred in a doleful song 
Steaming up, a lamentation and an ancient tale of wrong, 
Like a tale of little meaning tho’ the words are strong; 
Chanted from an ill-used race of men that cleave the soil. 
Sow the seed, and reap the harvest with enduring toil. 
Storing yearly little dues of wheat, and wine .and oil; 
Till they perish and they suffer—some, ’t is whisper’d— 
down in hell 

Suffer endless anguish, others in Elysian valleys dwell. 
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Resting weary limbs at last on beds of asphodel. 

Surely, surely, slumber is more sweet than toil, the shore 
Than labour in the deep mid-ocean, wind and wave and 

oar; 

O, rest ye, brother mariners, we will not wander more. 


Ulysses 

It little profits that an idle king. 

By this still hearth, among these barren crags, 
Match’d with an aged wife, I mete and dole 
Unequal laws unto a savage race. 

That hoard, and sleep, and feed, and know not me. 

I cannot rest from travel: I will drink 

Life to the lees: all times I have enjoy’d 

Greatly, have suffer’d greatly, both with those 

That loved me, and alone; on shore, and when 

Thro’ scudding drifts the rainy- Hyades 

Vext the dim sea; I am become a name; 

For always roaming with a hungry heart 
Much have I seen and known; cities of men. 

And manners, climates, councils, governments. 
Myself not least, but honour’d of them all; 

And drunk delight of battle with my peers. 

Far on the ringing plains of windy Troy. 

I am a part of all that I have met. 

Yet all experience is an arch where-thro’ 

Gleams that untravell’d world, whose margin fades 
Forever and forever when I move. 

How dull it is to pause, to make an end. 

To rust unbumish’d, not to shine in use! 

As tho’ to breathe were life. Life piled on life 
Were all too little, and of one to me 
Little remains: but every hour is saved 
From that eternal silence, something more. 


ALFRED LORD TENNYSON 


215 


A bringer of new things; and vile it were 

For some three suns to store and hoard myself. 

And this grey spirit yearning in desire 
To follow knowledge like a sinking star. 

Beyond the utmost bound of human thought. 

This is my son, mine own Telemachus, 

To whom I leave the sceptre and the isle— 

Well-loved of me, discerning to fulfil 
This labour, by slow prudence to make mild 
A rugged people, and thro’ soft degrees 
Subdue them to the useful and the good. 

Most blameless is he, centred in the sphere 
Of common duties decent, not to fail 
In offices of tenderness, and pay 
Meet adoration to my household gods. 

When I am gone. He works his work, I mine. 

There lies the port; the vessel puffs her sail: 

There gloom the dark broad seas. My mariners, 

Souls that have toil’d, and wrought, and thought with 
me— 

That ever with a frolic welcome took 

The thunder and the sunshine, and opposed 

Free hearts, free foreheads—you and I are old; 

Old age hath yet his honour and his toil; 

Death closes all: but something ere the end. 

Some work of noble note, may yet be done, 

Not unbecoming men that strove with Gods. 

The lights begin to twinkle from the rocks: 

The long day wanes: the slow moon climbs: the deep 
Moans round with many voices. Come, my friends, 

’Tis not too late to seek a newer world. 

Push off, and sitting well in order smite 
The sounding furrows; for my purpose holds 
To sail beyond the sunset, and the baths 
Of all the western stars, until I die. 

It may be that the gulfs will wash us down: 
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It may be we shall touch the Happy Isles, 

And see the great Achilles, whom we knew. 

Tho’ much is taken, much abides; and tho’ 

We are not now that strength which in old days 
Moved earth and heaven; that which we are, we are; 
One equal temper of heroic hearts. 

Made weak by time and fate, but strong in will 
To strive, to seek, to find, and not to yield. 

O 

Songs from The Princess 
Tears, Idle Tears 

Tears, idle tears, I know not what they mean. 
Tears from the depth of some divine despair 
Rise in the heart, and gather to the eyes, 

In looking on the happy autumn-fields, 

And thinking of the days that are no more. 

Fresh as the first beam glittering on a sail, 

That brings our friends up from the underworld, 
Sad as the last which reddens over one 
That sinks with all we love below the verge; 

So sad, so fresh, the days that are no more. 

Ah, sad and strange as in dark summer dawns 
The earliest pipe of half-awaken’d birds 
To dying ears, when unto dying eyes 
The casement slowly grows a glimmering square; 
So sad, so strange, the days that are no more. 

Dear as remember’d kisses after death. 

And sweet as those by hopeless fancy feign’d 
On lips that are for others; deep as love, 

Deep as first love, and wild with all regret; 

O Death in Life, the days that are no more! 
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Sweet and Low 

Sweet and low, sweet and low. 

Wind of the western sea, 

Low, low, breathe and blow, 

Wind of the western seal 
Over the rolling waters go, 

Come from the dying moon, and blow. 

Blow him again to me; 

While my little one, while my pretty one, sleeps. 

Sleep and rest, sleep and rest, 

Father will come to thee soon; 

Rest, rest, on mother’s breast. 

Father will come to thee soon; 

Father will come to his babe in the nest. 

Silver sails all out of the west 
Under the silver moon: 

Sleep, my little one, sleep, my pretty one, sleep. 

O 

Bugle Song 

The splendor falls on castle walls 
And snowy summits old in story; 

The long light shakes across the lakes. 

And the wild cataract leaps in glory. 

Blow, bugle, blow, set the wild echoes flying. 
Blow, bugle; answer, echoes, dying, dying, dying. 

O, hark, O, hear! how thin and clear. 

And thinner, clearer, farther goingl 
O, sweet and far from cliff and scar 
The horns of Elfland faintly blowing! 
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Blow, let us hear the purple glens replying; 

Blow, bugle; answer, echoes, dying, dying, dying. 

O love, they die in yon rich sky. 

They faint on hill or field or river; 

Our echoes roll from soul to soul. 

And grow for ever and for ever. 

Blow, bugle, blow, set the wild echoes flying. 

And answer, echoes, answer, dying, dying, dying. 

O 


Break, Break, Break 

Break, break, break, 

On thy cold grey stones, O Sea! 

And I would that my tongue could utter 
The thoughts that arise in me. 

O well for the fisherman’s boy, 

That he shouts with his sister at play! 

O well for the sailor lad. 

That he sings in his boat on the bay! 

And the stately ships go on 
To their haven under the hill; 

But O for the touch of a vanish’d hand. 
And the sound of a voice that is still! 

Break, break, break. 

At the foot of thy crags, O Sea! 

But the tender grace of a day that is dead 
Will never come back to me. 
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The Charge of the Light Brigade 1 

Half a league, half a league. 

Half a league onward. 

All in the valley of Death 
Rode the six hundred. 

“Forward, the Light Brigadel 
Charge for the guns!” he said. 

Into the valley of Death 
Rode the six hundred. 

— “Forward, the Light Brigade!” 

Was there a man dismayed? 

Not though the soldier knew 
Some one had blundered. 

Theirs not to make reply. 

Theirs not to reason why. 

Theirs but to do and die. 

Into the valley of Death 
Rode the six hundred. 

Cannon to right of them. 

Cannon to left of them, 

Cannon in front of them 
Volleyed and thundered; 

Stormed at with shot and shell. 

Boldly they rode and well. 

Into the jaws of Death, 

Into the mouth of Hell 
Rode the six hundred. 

Flashed all their sabres bare. 

Flashed as they turned in air 
Sabring the gunners there, 

1 To commemorate the cavalry charge at Balaclava in the Cri¬ 
mean War. 
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Charging an army, while 
All the world wondered: 
Plunged in the battery-smoke 
Right through the line they broke; 
Cossack and Russian 
Reeled from the sabre-stroke 
Shattered and sundered. 

Then they rode back, but not. 

Not the six hundred. 

Cannon to right of them, 

Cannon to left of them. 

Cannon behind them 

Volleyed and thundered; 
Stormed at with shot and shell. 
While horse and hero fell. 

They that had fought so well 
Came through the jaws of Death, 
Back from the mouth of Hell, 

All that was left of them. 

Left of six hundred. 

When can their glory fade? 

O the wild charge they made! 

All the world wondered. 

Honor the charge they made! 
Plonor the Light Brigade, 

Noble six hundred! 

O 


Ring Out, Wild Bells 

Ring out, wild bells, to the wild sky. 
The flying cloud, the frosty light; 
The year is dying in the night; 
Ring out, wild bells, and let him die. 
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Ring out the old, ring in the ne>v. 

Ring, happy bells, across the snow; 

The year is going, let him go; 

Ring out the false, ring in the true. 

Ring out the grief that saps the mind, 

For those that here we see no more; 

Ring out the feud of rich and poor. 

Ring in redress to all mankind. 

Ring out a slowly dying cause. 

And ancient forms of party strife; 

Ring in the nobler modes of life, 

With sweeter manners, purer laws. 

Ring out the want, the care, the sin, 

The faithless coldness of the times; 

Ring out, ring out my mournful rhymes, 

But ring the fuller minstrel in. 

Ring out false pride in place and blood. 

The civic slander and the spite; 

Ring in the love of truth and right, 

Ring in the common love of good. 

Ring out old shapes of foul disease; 

Ring out the narrowing lust of gold; 

Ring out the thousand wars of old. 

Ring in the thousand years of peace. 

Ring in the valiant man and free. 

The larger heart, the kindlier hand; 

Ring out the darkness of the land. 

Ring in the Christ that is to be. 

[from in memoriamJ 
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Flower in the Crannied Wall 

Flower in the crannied wall, 

I pluck you out of the crannies, 

I hold you here, root and all, in my hand. 
Little flower—but if I could understand 
What you are, root and all, and all in all, 
I should know what God and man is. 


O 


Crossing the Bar 

Sunset and evening star. 

And one clear call for mel 

And may there be no moaning of the bar. 

When I put out to sea. 

But such a tide as moving seems asleep. 

Too full for sound and foam. 

When that which drew from out the boundless deep 
Turns again home. 

Twilight and evening bell. 

And after that the dark! 

And may there be no sadness of farewell, 

When I embark; 

For tho’ from out our bourne of Time and Place 
The flood may bear me far, 

I hope to see my Pilot face to face 
When I have crost the bar. 
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The Owl and the Pussy-cat 

The Owl and the Pussy-cat went to sea 
In a beautiful pea-green boat: 

They took some honey, and plenty of money 
Wrapped up in a five-pound note. 

The Owl looked up to the stars above. 

And sang to a small guitar, 

“O lovely Pussy, O Pussy, my love. 

What a beautiful Pussy you are. 

You are. 

You are! 

What a beautiful Pussy you are!” 

Pussy said to the Owl, “You elegant fowl. 

How charmingly sweet you sing! 

Oh! let us be married; too long we have tarried: 

But what shall we do for a ring?” 

They sailed away, for a year and a day. 

To the land where the bong-tree grows; 

And there in a wood a Piggy-wig stood. 

With a ring at the end of his nose. 

His nose. 

His nose. 

With a ring at the end of his nose. 

“Dear Pig, are you willing to sell for one shilling 
Your ring?” Said the Piggy, “I will.” 

So they took it away, and were married next day 
By the turkey who lives on the hill. 

They dined on mince and slices of quince, 

. Which they ate with a runcible spoon; 

And hand in hand, on the edge of the sand. 
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They danced by the light of the moon. 
The moon, 

The moon, 

They danced by the light of the moon. 


O 

ROBERT BROWNING 1812—1889 

Song 

The year’s at the spring 
And day’s at the morn; 

Morning’s at seven; 

The hill-side’s dew-pearled; 

The lark’s on the wing; 

The snail’s on the thorn: 

God’s in his heaven— 

All’s right with the world! 

[from pippa passesJ 


O 

Meeting at Night 

The grey sea and the long black land; 

And the yellow half-moon large and low; 

And the startled little waves that leap 
In fiery ringlets from their sleep, 

As I gain the cove with pushing prow. 

And quench its speed i’ the slushy sand. 

Then a mile of warm sea-scented beach; 

Three fields to cross till a farm appears; 

A tap at the pane, the quick sharp scratch 
And blue spurt of a lighted match. 

And a voice less loud, through its joys and fears. 
Than the two hearts beating each to each! 
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My Last Duchess 
Ferrara 

That’s my last Duchess painted on the wall. 

Looking as if she were alive. I call 

That piece a wonder, now: Fra PandolFs hands 

Worked busily a day, and there she stands. 

Will’t please you sit and look at her? I said 
“Fra Pandolf” by design, for never read 
Strangers like you that pictured countenance. 

The depth and passion of its earnest glance. 

But to myself they turned (since none puts by 
The curtain I have drawn for you, but I) 

And seemed as they would ask me, if they durst. 

How such a glance came there; so, not the first 
Are you to turn and ask thus. Sir, twas not 
Her husband’s presence only, called that spot 
Of joy into the Duchess’ cheek: perhaps 
Fra Pandolf chanced to say, “Her mantle laps 
Over my lady’s wrist too much,” or ‘Taint 
Must never hope to reproduce the faint 
Half-flush that dies along her throat:” such stuff 
Was courtesy, she thought, and cause enough 
For calling up that spot of joy. She had 
A heart—how shall I say?—too soon made glad, 

Too easily impressed: she liked whate’er 

She looked on, and her looks went everywhere. 

Sir, ’twas all one! My favour at her breast, 

The dropping of the daylight in the West, 

The bough of cherries some officious fool 
Broke in the orchard for her, the white mule 
She rode with round the terrace—all and each 
Would draw from her alike the approving speech. 

Or blush, at least. She thanked men,—good! but thanked 
Somehow—I know not how—as if she ranked 
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My gift of a nine-hundred-years-old name 
With anybody’s gift. Who’d stoop to blame 
This sort of trifling? Even had you skill 
In speech—(which I have not)—to make your will 
Quite clear to such an one, and say, “Just this 
Or that in you disgusts me; here you miss. 

Or there exceed the mark ’—and if she let 

Herself be lessoned so, nor plainly set 

Her wits to yours, forsooth, and made excuse, 

—E’en then would be some stooping; and I choose 
Never to stoop. Oh sir, she smiled, no doubt. 
Whene’er I passed her; but who passed without 
Much the same smile? This grew; I gave commands; 
Then all smiles stopped together. There she stands 
As if alive. Will’t please you rise? We’ll meet 
The company below, then. I repeat, 

The Count your master’s known munificence 
Is ample warrant that no just pretence 
Of mine for dowry will be disallowed; 

Though his fair daughter’s self, as I avowed 
At starting, is my object. Nay, we’ll go 
Together down, sir. Notice Neptune, though, 
Taming a sea-horse, thought a rarity, 

Which Claus of Innsbruck cast in bronze for mel 

O 


Parting at Morning 

Round the cape of a sudden came the sea. 

And the sun looked over the mountain’s rim: 
And straight was a path of gold for him. 

And the need of a world of men for me. 
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Oh, to be in England 
Now that April’s there. 

And whoever wakes in England 
Sees, some morning, unaware. 

That the lowest boughs and the brushwood sheaf 
Round the elm-tree bole are in tiny leaf. 

While the chaffinch sings on the orchard bough 
In England—nowl 

And after April, when May follows, 

And the whitethroat builds, and all the swallows! 
Hark, where my blossomed pear-tree in the hedge 
Leans to the field and scatters on the clover 
Blossoms and dewdrops—at the bent spray’s edge— 
That s the wise thrush; he sings each song twice over, 
Lest you should think he never could recapture 
The first fine careless rapture! 

And though the fields look rough with hoary dew, 

All will be gay when noontide wakes anew 
The buttercups, the little children’s dower 
—Far brighter than this gaudy melon-flower! 


Prospice 

Fear death?—to feel the fog in my throat. 

The mist in my face, 

When the snows begin, and the blasts denote 
I am nearing the place, 

Tll T.P ower of the night, the press of the storm. 

The post of the foe; 

Where he stands, the Arch Fear in a visible form, 
Yet the strong man must go; 
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For the journey is done and the summit attained. 

And the barriers fall, 

Though a battle’s to fight ere the guerdon be gained. 
The reward of it all. 

I was ever a fighter, so—one fight more. 

The best and the last! 

I would hate that death bandaged my eyes, and forebore. 
And bade me creep past. 

No! let me taste the whole of it, fare like my peers 
The heroes of old. 

Bear the brunt, in a minute pay glad life’s arrears 
Of pain, darkness and cold. 

For sudden the worst turns the best to the brave. 

The black minute’s at end. 

And the elements’ rage, the fiend-voices that rave. 

Shall dwindle, shall blend. 

Shall change, shall become first a peace out of pain. 
Then a light, then thy breast, 

O thou soul of my soul! I shall clasp thee again. 

And with God be the rest! 


O 

Rabbi Ben Ezra 

Grow old along with mel 
The best is yet to be. 

The last of life, for which the first was made: 

Our times are in his hand 
Who saith, “A whole I planned. 

Youth shows but half; trust God: see all, nor be afraid!” 

Not that, amassing flowers. 

Youth sighed, “Which rose make ours. 

Which lily leave and then as best recall?” 

Not that, admiring stars. 
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It yearned, “Nor Jove, nor Mars; 

Mine be some figured flame which blends, transcends 
them all!” 

Not for such hopes and fears 
Annulling youth’s brief years, 

Do I remonstrate: folly wide the mark! 

Rather I prize the doubt 
Low kinds exist without, 

Finished and finite clods, untroubled by a spark. 

Poor vaunt of life indeed. 

Were man but formed to feed 

On joy, to solely seek and find and feast: 

Such feasting ended, then 
As sure an end to men; 

Irks care the crop-full bird? Frets doubt the maw- 
crammed beast? 

Rejoice we are allied 

To that which doth provide 

And not partake, effect and not receive! 

A spark disturbs our clod; 

Nearer we hold of God 

Who gives, than of his tribes that take, I must believe. 

Then, welcome each rebuff 

That turns earth’s smoothness rough. 

Each sting that bids nor sit nor stand but go! 

Be our joys three-parts pain! 

Strive, and hold cheap the strain; 

Learn, nor account the pang; dare, never grudge the 
throe! 

For thence,—a paradox 

Which comforts while it mocks,— 
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Shall life succeed in that it seems to fail: 

What I aspired to be. 

And was not, comforts me: 

A brute I might have been, but would not sink i’ the scale. 

What is he but a brute 
Whose flesh has soul to suit, 

Whose spirit works lest arms and legs want play? 

To man, propose this test— 

Thy body at its best. 

How far can that project thy soul on its lone way? 

Yet gifts should prove their use: 

I own tiie Past profuse 

Of power each side, perfection every turn: 

Eyes, ears took in their dole. 

Brain treasured up the whole; 

Should not the heart beat once “How good to live and 
learn”? 

Not once beat “Praise be thine! 

I see the whole design, 

I, who saw power, see now love perfect too: 

Perfect I call thy plan: 

Thanks that I was a man! 

Maker, remake, complete,—I trust what thou shalt do!” 

For pleasant is this flesh; 

Our soul, in its rose-mesh 

Pulled ever to the earth, still yearns for rest: 

Would we some prize might hold 
To match those manifold 

Possessions of the brute,—gain most, as we did best! 

Let us not always say, 

“Spite of this flesh to-da\' 
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I strove, made head, gained ground upon the whole!” 
As the bird wings and sings. 

Let us cry, “All good things 

Are ours, nor soul helps flesh more, now, than flesh helps 
soull” 

Therefore I summon age 
To grant youth’s heritage. 

Life’s struggle having so far reached its term: 

Thence shall I pass, approved 
A man, for aye removed 

From the developed brute; a god, though in the germ. 

And I shall thereupon 
Take rest, ere I be gone 

Once more on my adventure brave and new: 

Fearless and unperplexed. 

When I wage battle next. 

What weapons to select, what armour to indue. 

Youth ended, I shall try 
My gain or loss thereby; 

Leave the fire ashes, what survives is gold: 

And I shall weigh the same. 

Give life its praise or blame: 

Young, all lay in dispute; I shall know, being old. 

For note, when evening shuts, 

A certain moment cuts 

The deed off, calls the glory from the grey: 

A whisper from the west 
Shoots—“Add this to the rest. 

Take it and try its worth: here dies another day.” 

So, still within this life. 

Though lifted o’er its strife. 
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Let me discern, compare, pronounce at last, 

“This rage was right i' the main. 

That acquiescence vain: 

The Future I may face now I have proved the Past.” 


For more is not reserved 

To man, with soul just nerved 

To act to-morrow what he learns to-day: 

Here, work enough to watch 
The Master work, and catch 

Hints of the proper craft, tricks of the tool’s true play. 


As it was better, youth 

Should strive, through acts uncouth. 

Toward making, than repose on aught found made: 

So, better, age, exempt 

From strife, should know, than tempt 

Further. Thou waitedst age: wait death nor be afraid! 


Enough now, if the Right 
And Good and Infinite 

Be named here, as thou callest thy hand thine own. 
With knowledge absolute, 

Subject to no dispute 

From fools'that .crowded youth, nor let thee feel alone. 

Be there, for once and all. 

Severed great minds from small. 

Announced to each his station in the Past! 

Was I, the world arraigned. 

Were they, my soul disdained. 

Right? Let age speak the truth and give us peace at last. 

Now, who shall arbitrate? 

Ten men love what I hate. 
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Shun what I follow, slight what I receive; 

Ten, who in ears and eyes 
Match me: we all surmise. 

They this thing, and I that: whom shall my soul believer* 

Not on the vulgar mass 

Called “work,” must sentence pass. 

Things done, that took the eye and had the price; 

O’er which, from level stand. 

The low world laid its hand. 

Found straightway to its mind, could value in a trice: 


But all, the world’s coarse thumb 
And finger failed to plumb, 

So passed in making up the main account; 

All instincts immature, 

All purposes unsure. 

That weighed not as his work, yet swelled the man’s 
amount: 

Thoughts hardly to be packed 
Into a narrow act. 

Fancies that broke through language and escaped; 

All I could never be. 

All, men ignored in me. 

This, I was worth to God, whose wheel the pitcher 
shaped. 

• Ay, note that Potter’s wheel. 

That metaphor! and feel 

Why time spins fast, why passive lies our clay,— 

Thou, to whom fools propound. 

When the wine makes its round, 

“Since life fleets, all is change; the Past gone, seize to¬ 
day!” 
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Fool! All that is, at all. 

Lasts ever, past recall; 

Earth changes, but thy soul and God stand sure: 

What entered into thee, 

That was, is, and shall be: 

Time’s wheel runs back or stops: Potter and clay endure. 

He fixed thee ’mid this dance 
Of plastic circumstance. 

This Present, thou, forsooth, would fain arrest: 
Machinery just meant 
To give thy soul its bent. 

Try thee and turn thee forth, sufficiently impressed. 

What though the earlier grooves. 

Which ran the laughing loves 

Around thy base, no longer pause and press? 

What though, about thy rim, 

Skull-things in order grim 

Grow out, in graver mood, obey the sterner stress? 

Look not thou down but up! 

To uses of a cup. 

The festal board, lamp’s flash and trumpet’s peal, 

The new wine’s foaming flow. 

The Master’s lips aglow! 

Thou, heaven’s consummate cup, what needst thou with 
earth’s wheel? 

But I need, now as then. 

Thee, God, who mouldest men. 

And since, not even while the whirl was worst. 

Did I—to the wheel of life 
With shapes and colors rife. 

Bound dizzily—mistake my end, to slake thy thirst: 
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So, take and use thy work. 

Amend what flaws may lurk. 

What strain o’ the stuff, what warpings past the aim! 

My times be in thy hand! 

Perfect the cup as planned! 

Let age approve of youth, and death complete the same! 


© 


The Patriot 

AN OLD STORY 

It was roses, roses, all the way. 

With myrtle mixed in my path like mad: 

The house-roofs seemed to heave and sway. 

The church-spires flamed, such flags they had, 

A year ago on this very day. 

The air broke into a mist with bells. 

The old walls rocked with the crowd and cries. 

Had I said, “Good folk, mere noise repels— 

But give me your sun from yonder skies!” 

They had answered, “And afterwards, what else?” 

Alack, it was I who leaped at the sun 
To give it my loving friends to keep! 

Naught man could do, have I left undone: 

And you see my harvest, what I reap 

This very day, now a year is run. 

There s nobody on the house-tops now— 

Just a palsied few at the windows set; 

For the best of the sight is, all allow, 

At the Shambles’ Gate —or, better yet. 

By the very scaffold’s foot, I trow. 
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I go in the rain, and, more than needs, 

A rope cuts both my wrists behind; 

And I think, by the feel, my forehead bleeds. 
For they fling, whoever has a mind, 

Stones at me for my year’s misdeeds. 

Tlius I entered, and thus I go! 

In triumphs people have dropped down dead. 
“Paid by the world, what dost thou owe 
Me?”—God might question; now instead, 

Tis God shall repay: I am safer so. 


O 


Youth and Art 

It once might have been, once only: 

We lodged in a street together. 

You, a sparrow on the housetop lonely, 

I, a lone she-bird of his feather. 

Your trade was with sticks and clay, 

You thumbed, thrust, patted and polished, 
Then laughed “They will see some day 
Smith made, and Gibson demolished.” 

My business was song, song, song; 

I chirped, cheeped, trilled and twittered, 
“Kate Brown’s on the boards ere long. 

And Grisi's existence embittered!”' 

I earned no more by a warble 
Than you by a sketch in plaster; 

You wanted a piece of marble, 

I needed a music-master. 
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We studied hard in our styles. 

Chipped each at a crust like Hindoos, 

For air, looked out on the tiles. 

For fun, watched each other’s windows. 

* 

You lounged, like a boy of the South, 

Cap and blouse—nay, a bit of beard too; 

Or you got it, rubbing your mouth 
With fingers the clay adhered to. 

And I—soon managed to find 

Weak points in the flower-fence facing, 

Was forced to put up a blind 
And be safe in my corset-lacing. 

No harm! It was not my fault 

If you never turned your eye’s tail up 

As I shook upon E in alt.. 

Or ran the cromatic scale up: 

For spring bade the sparrows pair. 

And the boys and girls gave guesses. 

And stalls in our street looked rare 
With bulrush and watercresses. 


Why did not you pinch a flower 
In a pellet of clay and fling it? 

Why did not I put a power 
Of thanks in a look, or sing it? 

I did look, sharp as a lynx, 

( And yet the memory rankles,) 

When models arrived, some minx 

Tripped up-stairs, she and her ankles. 
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But I think I gave you as good! 

“That foreign fellow,—who can know 
flow she pays, in a playful mood, 

For his tuning her that piano? 

Could you say so, and never say, 

“Suppose we join hands and fortunes. 

And I fetch her from over the way. 

Her, piano, and long tunes and short tunes?’ 

No, no: you would not be rash. 

Nor I rasher and something over: 

You’ve to settle yet Gibson’s hash. 

And Grisi yet lives in clover. 


But you meet the Prince at the Board, 

I’m queen myself at bals-pare y 
I’ve married a rich old lord, 

And you’re dubbed knight and an R. A. 


Each life unfulfilled, you see; 

It hangs still, patchy and scrappy: 

We have not sighed deep, laughed free. 
Starved, feasted, despaired,—been happy. 


And nobody calls you a dunce. 

And people suppose me clever: 
This could but have happened once, 
And we missed it, lost it forever. 
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When Lilacs Last in the Dooryard Bloom’d 

When lilacs last in the dooryard bloom’d. 

And the great star early droop’d in the western sky in the 
night, 

I mourn’d, and yet shall mourn with ever-returning 
spring. 

Ever-returning spring, trinity sure to me you bring. 

Lilac blooming perennial and drooping star in the west, 

And thought of him I love. 

O powerful western fallen starl 

O shades of night—O moody, tearful night! 

O great star disappear’d—O the black murk that hides the 
star! 

O cruel hands that hold me powerless—O helpless soul of 
me! 

° harsh surrounding cloud that will not free my soul. 

In the dooryard fronting an old farm-house near the 
whitewash’d palings. 

Stands the lilac-bush tall-growing with heart-shaped 
leaves of rich green. 

With many a pointed blossom rising delicate, with the 
perfume strong I love. 

With every leaf a miracle—and from this bush in the 
dooryard. 

With delicate-color’d blossoms and heart-shaped leaves 
of rich green, 

A sprig with its flower I break. 

In the swamp in secluded recesses, 

A shy and hidden bird is warbling a song. 
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Solitary the thrush. 

The hermit withdrawn to himself, avoiding the settle¬ 
ments. 

Sings by himself a song. 

Song of the bleeding throat. 

Death s outlet song of life, (for well dear brother I know, 

If thou was not granted to sing thou would’st surely die.) 

Over the breast of the spring, the land, amid cities. 

Amid lanes and through old woods, where lately the 
violets peep’d from the ground, spotting the gray 
debris. 

Amid the grass in the fields each side of the lanes, passing 
the endless grass, 

Passing the yellow-spear’d wheat, every grain from its 
shroud in the dark-brown fields uprisen. 

Passing the apple-tree blows of white and pink in the 
orchards. 

Carrying a corpse to where it shall rest in the grave. 

Night and day journeys a coffin. 

Coffin that passes through lanes and streets. 

Through day and night with the great cloud darkening 
the land. 

With the pomp of the inloop’d flags with the cities draped 
in black. 

With the show of the States themselves as of crape-veil d 
women standing. 

With processions long and winding and the flambeaus of 
the night. 

With the countless torches lit, with the silent sea of faces 
and the unbared heads. 

With the waiting depot, the arriving coffin, and the 
sombre faces. 

With dirges through the night, with the thousand voices 
rising strong and solemn. 
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With all the mournful voices of the dirges pour’d around 
the coffin. 

The dim-lit churches and the shuddering organs—where 
amid these you journey. 

With the tolling tolling bells’ perpetual clang. 

Here, coffin that slowly passes, 

I give you my sprig of lilac. 


(Nor for you, for one alone, 

Blossoms and branches green to coffins all I brin^ 

For fresh as the morning, thus would I chant a song for 
you O sane and sacred death. 

All over bouquets of roses, 

O death I cover you over with roses and early lilies 
ut mostly and now the lilac that blooms the first 

wXr \ b J eak ' 1 '? reak Ule s P ri 8 s horn tire bushes. 
With loaded arms I come, pouring for you 

f or you and the coffins all of you O death.) 


O western orb sailing the heaven 

Iw^lVd y ° U mUSt haVe meant aS a month -nee 
As I walk'd in silence the transparent shadowy night 

' s, x,“ s sr M ° e ,o mi - 

AS y (wMe°t P h d Ule $ky l0W down as if to my side 

As l WtU ‘ e } ? tller stars aU look'd on,) Y ' 

*tagl know n 0 o 8 t e wha r t WmeT “ ( ^ S ° me - 

As the night advanced atd T sIeep ’ > 

As how full you were of woe °“ ^ ° f West 

tr^pMent e Jght 8 gr ° Und in 1116 bree ze in the cool 

AS 1 ZS&SZ&SSg and Was ** ^ nether- 
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in its trouble dissatisfied sank, as where you 
sad orb, 

Concluded, dropt in the night, and was gone. 

Sing on there in the swamp, 

O singer bashful and tender, I hear your notes, I hear 
your call, 

I hear, I come presently, I understand you. 

But a moment I finger, for the lustrous star has detain’d 
me, 

1 he star my departing comrade holds and detains me. 

O how shall I warble myself for the dead one there I 
loved? 

And how shall I deck my song for the large sweet soul 
that has gone? 

And what shall my perfume be for the grave of him I 
love? 

Sea-winds blown from east and west, 

Blown from the Eastern sea and blown from the Western 
sea, till there on the prairies meeting, 

^lese and with these and the breath of my chant, 

I’ll perfume the grave of him I love. 

O what shall I hang on the chamber walls? 

And what shall the pictures be that I hang on the walls, 
To adorn the burial-house of him I love? 

Pictures of growing spring and farms and homes, 

With the Fourth-month eve at sundown, and the gray 
smoke lucid and bright. 

With floods of the yellow gold of the gorgeous, indolent, 
sinking sun, burning, expanding the air. 

With the fresh sweet herbage under foot, and the pale 
green leaves of the trees prolific. 

In the distance the flowing glaze, the breast of the river, 
with a wind-dapple here and there. 
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With ranging hills on the banks, with many a line against 
the sky, and shadows. 

And the city at hand with dwellings so dense, and stacks 
of chimneys. 

And all the scenes of life and the workshops, and the 
workmen homeward returning. 

Lo, body and soul—this land, 

My own Manhattan with spires, and the sparkling and 
hurrying tides, and the ships. 

The varied and ample land, the South and the North in 
the light, Ohio’s shores and flashing Missouri, 

And ever the far-spreading prairies cover’d with grass 
and corn. 

Lo, the most excellent sun so calm and haughty, 

The violet and purple morn with just-felt breezes, 

The gentle soft-born measureless light, 

The miracle spreading bathing all, the fulfill’d noon, 

The coming eve delicious, the welcome night and the 
stars, 

Over my cities shining all, enveloping man and land. 

Sing on, sing on you gray-brown bird, 

Sing from the swamps, the recesses, pour your chant from 
the bushes, 

Limitless out of the dusk, out of the cedars and pines. 
Sing on dearest brother, warble your reedy song, 

Loud human song, with voice of uttermost woe. 

O liquid and free and tender! 

O wild and loose to my soul—O wondrous singer! 

You only I hear-yet the star holds me, (but will soon 
depart,) 

Yet the lilac with mastering odor holds me. 

Now while I sat in the day and look’d forth. 

In the close of the day with its light and the fields of 
spring, and the farmers preparing their crops, 
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In the large unconscious scenery of my land with its lakes 
and forests, 

In the heavenly aerial beauty, (after the perturb’d winds 
and tlie storms,) 

Under the arching heavens of the afternoon swift passing, 
and die voices of children and women, 

The many-moving sea-tides, and I saw the ships how diey 
sail’d, 

And die summer approaching with richness, and die fields 
all busy with labor, 

And die infinite separate houses, how they all went on, 
each widi its meals and minutia of daily usages, 
And die streets how dieir dirobbings throbb’d and the 
cities pent—lo, dien and there. 

Falling upon diem all and among them all, enveloping me 
with the rest, 

Appear’d die cloud, appear’d the long black trail, 

And I knew death, its diought, and die sacred knowledge 
of death. 

Then with the knowledge of death as walking one side of 
me. 

And the diought of death close-walking the other side of 
me, 

And I in the middle as widi companions, and as holding 
the hands of companions, 

I fled forth to the hiding receiving night diat talks not, 
Down to the shores of the water, die path by the swamp 
in die dimness, 

To the solemn shadowy cedars and ghostly pines so still. 

And the singer so shy to the rest receiv’d me, 

The gray-brown bird I know receiv’d us comrades three. 
And he sang the carol of death, and a verse for him I love. 
From deep secluded recesses. 

From the fragrant cedars and the ghosdy pines so still. 
Came the carol of the bird. 


WALT WHITMAN 


245 


And the charm of the carol rapt me. 

As I held as if by their hands my comrades in the night. 
And the voice of my spirit tallied the song of the bird. 

Come lovely and soothing death. 

Undulate round the world, serenely arriving, arriving. 

In the day, in the night, to all, to each. 

Sooner or later delicate death. 

Prais'd be the fathomless universe. 

For life and joy, and for objects and knowledge curious. 
And for love, sweet love—but praise! praise! praise! 

For the sure-enwinding arms of cool-enfolding death. 

Dark mother always gliding near with soft feet. 

Have none chanted for thee a chant of fidlest welcome? 
Then I chant it for thee, l gloriftj thee above all, 

I bring thee a song that when thou must indeed come, 
come unfalteringly. 

Approach strong deliveress. 

When it is so, when thou hast taken them 1 joyously sing 
the dead. 

Lost in the loving floating ocean of thee. 

Laved in the flood of thy bliss O death. 

From me to thee glad serenades. 

Dances for thee I propose saluting thee, adornments and 
feastings for thee. 

And the sights of the open landscape and the high-spread 
sky are fitting. 

And life and the fields, and the huge and thoughtful night. 

The night in silence under many a star. 

The ocean shore and the husky whispering wave whose 
voice 1 know. 
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And the soul turning to thee O vast and well-veiVd death, 
And the body gratefully nestling close to thee. 

Over the tree-tops I float thee a song. 

Over the rising and sinking waves, over the myriad fields 
and the prairies wide. 

Over the dense-pack'd cities all and the teeming wharves 
and ways, 

I float this carol with joy, with joy to thee O death. 

To the tally of my soul. 

Loud and strong kept up the gray-brown bird, 

With pure deliberate notes spreading filling the night. 
Loud in the pines and cedars dim. 

Clear in the freshness moist and the swamp-perfume. 
And I with my comrades there in the night. 

While my sight that was bound in my eyes unclosed, 

As to long panoramas of visions. 

And I saw askant the armies, 

I saw as in noiseless dreams hundreds of battle-flags, 
Borne through the smoke of the battles and pierc’d with 
missiles I saw them, 

And carried hither and yon through the smoke, and torn 
and bloody. 

And at last but a few shreds left on the staffs, (and all in 
silence,) 

And the staffs all splinter’d and broken. 

I saw battle-corpses, myriads of them. 

And the white skeletons of young men, I saw them, 

I saw the debris and debris of all the slain soldiers of the 

war. 

But I saw they were not as was thought. 

They themselves were fully at rest, they suffer’d not. 

The living remain’d and suffer’d, the mother suffer’d. 
And the wife and the child and the musing comrade 
suffer’d, 

And the armies that remain’d suffer’d. 
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Passing the visions, passing the night. 

Passing, unloosing the hold of my comrades’ hands. 
Passing the song of the hermit bird and the tallying song 
of my soul. 

Victorious song, death’s outlet song, yet varying ever- 
altering song, 

As low and wailing, yet clear the notes, rising and falling, 
flooding the night. 

Sadly sinking and fainting, as warning and warning, and 
yet again bursting with joy. 

Covering the earth and filling the spread of the heaven. 
As that powerful psalm in the night I heard from recesses. 
Passing, I leave thee lilac with heart-shaped leaves, 

I leave thee there in the dooryard, blooming, returning 
with spring. 

I cease from my song for thee, 

From my gaze on thee in the west, fronting the west, 
communing with thee, 

O comrade lustrous with silver face in the night. 

Yet each to keep and all, retrievements out of the night, 
The song, the wondrous chant of the gray-brown bird. 
And the tallying chant, the echo arous’d in my soul. 
With the lustrous and drooping star with the countenance 
full pf woe, 

With the holders holding my hand nearing the call of the 
bird. 

Comrades mine and I in the midst, and their memory 
ever to keep, for the dead I loved so well. 

For the sweetest, wisest soul of all my days and lands— 
and this for his dear sake. 

Lilac and star and bird twined with the chant of my soul. 
There in the fragrant pines and the cedars dusk and dim. 
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O Captain! My Captain! 

O Captain! my Captain! our fearful trip is done, 

The ship has weather’d every rack, the prize we sought is 
won, 

The port is near, the bells I hear, the people all exulting. 
While follow eyes the steady keel, the vessel grim and 
daring; 

But O heart! heart! heart! 

O the bleeding drops of red, 

Where on the deck my Captain lies, 

Fallen cold and dead. 

O Captain! my Captain! rise up and hear the bells; 

Rise up—for you the flag is flung—for you the bugle 
trills, 

For you bouquets and ribbon’d wreaths—for you the 
shores a-crowding, 

For you they call, the swaying mass, their eager faces 
turning; 

Here Captain! dear father! 

This arm beneath your head! 

It is some dream that on the deck. 

You’ve fallen cold and dead. 

My Captain does not answer, his lips are pale and still. 

My father does not feel my arm, he has no pulse nor will, 
The ship is anchor’d safe and sound, its voyage closed and 
done, 

From fearful trip the victor ship comes in with object 
won: 

Exult O shores, and ring O bells! 

But I with mournful tread. 

Walk the deck my Captain lies, 

Fallen cold and dead. 
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MANNAHATTA 

My city’s fit and noble name resumed, 

Choice aboriginal name, with marvellous beauty, mean¬ 
ing, 

A rocky founded island—shores where ever gaylty dash 
the coming, going , hurrying sea waves. 

O 

When I Heard the Learn’d Astronomer 

When I heard the learn’d astronomer, 

When the proofs, the figures, were ranged in columns 
before me. 

When I was shown the charts and diagrams, to add, 
divide, and measure them. 

When I sitting heard the astronomer where he lectured 
with much applause in the lecture-room. 

How soon unaccountable I became tired and sick. 

Till rising and gliding out I wander’d off by myself. 

In the mystical moist- night-air, and from time to time, 
Look’d up in perfect silence at the stars. 

O 

Out of the Cradle Endlessly Rocking 

Out of the cradle endlessly rocking. 

Out of the mocking-bird’s throat, the musical shuttle. 
Out of the Ninth-month midnight. 

Over the sterile sands and the fields beyond, where the 
child leaving his bed wander’d alone, bareheaded, 
barefoot, 

Down from the shower’d halo. 

Up from the mystic play of shadows twining and twisting 
as if they were alive. 
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Out from the patches of briers and blackberries, 

From the memories of the bird that chanted to me. 

From your memories sad brother, from the fitful risings 
and fallings I heard, 

From under that yellow half-moon late-risen and swollen 
as if with tears, 

From those beginning notes of yearning and love there in 
the mist. 

From the thousand responses of my heart never to cease, 
From the myriad thence-arous’d words, 

From the word stronger and more delicious than any, 
From such as now they start the scene revisiting. 

As a flock, twittering, rising, or overhead passing, 

Borne hither, ere all eludes me, hurriedly, 

A man, yet by these tears a little boy again, 

Throwing myself on the sand, confronting the waves, 

I, chanter of pains and joys, uniter of here and hereafter, 
Taking all hints to use them, but swiftly leaping beyond 
them, 

A reminiscence sing. 


Once Paumanok, 

When the lilac-scent was in the air and Fifth-month grass 
was growing, 

Up this seashore in some briers, 

Two feather’d guests from Alabama, two together. 

And their nest, and four fight-green eggs spotted with 
brown. 

And every day the he-bird to and fro near at hand, 

And every day the she-bird crouch’d on her nest, silent, 
with bright eyes. 

And every day I, a curious boy, never too close, never 
disturbing them. 

Cautiously peering, absorbing, translating. 
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Shine! shine! shine! 

Pour down your warmth, great sun! 

While we bask, we two together. 

Two together! 

Winds blow south, or winds blow north. 

Day come white, or night come black. 

Home, or rivers and mountains from home. 

Singing all time, minding no time. 

While we two keep together. 

Till of a sudden, 

May-be kill'd, unknown to her mate. 

One forenoon that she-bird crouch’d not on the nest, 
Nor return’d that afternoon, nor the next, • 

Nor ever appear’d again. 

And thenceforward all summer in the sound of the sea, 
And at night under the full of the moon in calmer 
weather. 

Over the hoarse surging of the sea. 

Or flitting from brier to brier by day, 

I saw, I heard at intervals the remaining one, the he-bird. 
The solitary guest from Alabama. 

Blow! blow! blowl 

Blow up sea-winds along PaumanoVs shore; 

I wait and I wait till you blow my mate to me. 

Yes, when the stars glisten’d. 

All night long on the prong of a moss-scallop’d stake, 
Down almost amid the slapping waves. 

Sat the lone singer wonderful causing tears. 

He call’d on his mate. 

He pour’d forth the meanings which I of all men know. 
Yes my brother I know. 

The rest might not, but I have treasur’d every note. 

For more than once dimly down to the beach gliding. 
Silent, avoiding the moonbeams, blending myself with 
the shadows. 
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Recalling now the obscure shapes, the echoes, the sounds 
and sights after their sorts, 

The white arms out in the breakers tirelessly tossing, 

I, with bare feet, a child, the wind wafting my hair. 
Listen’d long and long. 

Listen’d to keep, to sing, now translating the notes, 
Following you my brother. 

Soothe! soothe! soothe! 

Close on its wave soothes the wave behind, 

And again another behind embracing and lapping, every 
one close. 

But my love soothes not me, not me. 

Low hangs the moon, it rose late, 

It is lagging—O I think it is heavy with love, with love. 

O madly the sea pushes upon the land. 

With love, with love. 

O night! do I not see my love fluttering out among the 
breakers? 

What is that little black thing I see there in the white? 

Loud! loud! loud! 

Loud I call to you, my love! 

High and clear, 1 shoot my voice over the waves. 

Surely you must know who is here, is here. 

You must know who 1 am, my love. 

Low-hanging moon! 

Wluit is that dusky spot in your brown yellow? 

O it is the shape, the shape of my mate! 

O moon do not keep her from me any longer. 

Land! land! O land! 

Whichever way I turn, O I think you could give me my 
mate back again if you only would. 

For I am almost sure I see her dimly whichever way 1 
look. 

O rising stars! 
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Perhaps the one I want so much will rise, will rise with 
one of you. 

O throatl O trembling throat! 

Sound clearer through the atmosphere! 

Pierce the woods, the earth, 

Somewhere listening to catch you must be the one I want. 
Shake out carols! 

Solitary here, the night’s carols! 

Carols of lonesome lovel death’s carols! 

Carols under that logging, yellow, waning moon! 

O under that moon where she droops almost down into 
the sea! 

O reckless despairing carols. 

But soft, sink low! 

Soft! let me just murmur. 

And do you wait a moment you husky-nois’d sea. 

For somewhere 1 believe I heard my mate responding to 
me. 

So faint, I must be still, be still to listen. 

But not altogether still, for then she might not come im¬ 
mediately to me. 

Hither my love! 

Here I am! here! 

With this just-sustaind note I announce myself to you. 
This gentle call is for you my love, for you. 

Do not be decoy’d elsewhere. 

That is the whistle of the wind, it is not my voice. 

That is the fluttering, the fluttering of the spray. 

Those are the shadows of leaves. 

O darkness! O in vain! 

O I am very sick and sorrowful. 

O brown halo in the sky near the moon, drooping upon 
the sea! 

O troubled reflection in the seal 
O throatl O throbbing heart! 
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And I singing uselessly, uselessly all the night. 

O past! O happy life! O songs of joijl 
In the air, in the woods, over fields. 

Loved! loved! loved! loved! loved! 

But my mate no more, no more with me! 

We two together no more. 

The aria sinking, 

All else continuing, the stars shining. 

The winds blowing, the notes of the bird continuous 
echoing, 

With angry moans the fierce old mother incessantly 
moaning. 

On the sands of Paumanok’s shore gray and rustling. 
The yellow half-moon enlarged, sagging down, drooping, 
the face of the sea almost touching. 

The boy ecstatic, with his bare feet the waves, with his 
hair the atmosphere dallying, 

The love in the heart long pent, now loose, now at last 
tumultuously bursting. 

The aria’s meaning, the ears, the soul, swiftly depositing, 
The strange tears down the cheeks coursing. 

The colloquy there, the trio, each uttering. 

The undertone, the savage old mother incessantly crying. 
To the boy’s soul’s questions sullenly timing, some 
drown’d secret hissing, 

To the outsetting bard. 

Demon or bird (said the boy’s soul,) 

Is it indeed toward your mate you sing? or is it really to 
me? 

For I, that was a child, my tongue’s use sleeping, now I 
have heard you. 

Now in a moment I know what I am for, I awake. 

And already a thousand singers, a thousand songs, clearer, 
louder and more sorrowful than yours. 
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A thousand warbling echoes have started to life within 
me, never to die. 

O you singer solitary, singing by yourself, projecting me, 
O solitary me listening, never more shall I cease perpetu¬ 
ating you. 

Never more shall I escape, never more the reverberations. 
Never more the cries of unsatisfied love be absent from 
me. 

Never again leave me to be the peaceful child I was 
before what there in the night, 

By the sea under the yellow and sagging moon, 

The messenger there arous’d, the fire, the. sweet hell 
within. 

The unknown want, the destiny of me. 

O give me the clewl (it lurks in the night here some¬ 
where, ) 

O if I am to have so much, let me have morel 
A word then, (for I will conquer it,) 

The word final, superior to all. 

Subtle, sent up—what is it?—I listen; 

Are you whispering it, and have been all the time, you 
sea-waves? 

Is that it from your liquid rims and wet sands? 

Whereto answering, the sea. 

Delaying not, hurrying not. 

Whisper d me through the night, and very plainly before 
daybreak. 

Lisp d to me the low and delicious word death. 

And again death, death, death, death, 

Hissing melodious, neither like the bird nor like my 
arous’d child’s heart. 

But edging near as privately for me rustling at my feet. 
Creeping thence steadily up to my ears and laving me 
softly all over. 
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Death, death, death, death, death. 

Which I do not forget, 

But fuse the song of my dusky demon and brother, 

That he sang to me in the moonlight on Paufnanok’s gray 
beach. 

With the thousand responsive songs at random. 

My own songs awaked from that hour, 

And with them the key, the word up from the waves, 
The word of the sweetest song and all songs, 

That strong and delicious word which, creeping to my 
feet, 

(Or like some old crone rocking the cradle, swathed in 
sweet garments, bending aside,) 

The sea whisper’d me. 


O 


MATTHEW ARNOLD 1822—1888 

Shakespeare 

Others abide our question. Thou art free. 

We ask and ask—Thou smilest and art still, 
Out-topping knowledge. For the loftiest hill, 

Who to the stars uncrowns his majesty, 

Planting his steadfast footsteps in the sea. 

Making the heaven of heavens his dwelling-place. 
Spares but the cloudy border of his base 
To the foiled searching of mortality; 

And thou, who didst the stars and sunbeams know. 
Self-schooled, self-scanned, self-honored, self-secure, 
Didst tread on earth unguessed at.—Better so! 

All pains the immortal spirit must endure. 

All weakness which impairs, all griefs which bow. 
Find their sole speech in that victorious brow. 
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Dover Beach 

The sea is calm to-night. 

The tide is full, the moon lies fair 
Upon the straits;—on the French coast the light 
Gleams and is gone; the cliffs of England stand. 
Glimmering and vast, out in the tranquil bay. 

Come to the window, sweet is the night air I 

Only, from the long line of spray 

Where the sea meets the moon-blanched land, 

Listen! you hear the grating roar 

Of pebbles which the waves draw back, and fling. 

At their return, up the high strand. 

Begin, and cease, and then again begin, 

With tremulous cadence slow, and bring 
The eternal note of sadness in. 

Sophocles long ago 

Heard it on the ^Egaean, and it brought 
Into his mind the turbid ebb and flow 
Of human misery; we 
Find also in the sound a thought. 

Hearing it by this distant northern sea. 

The Sea of Faith 

Was once, too, at the full, and round earth's shore 
Lay like the folds of a bright girdle furled. 

But now I only hear 

Its melancholy, long, withdrawing roar, 

Retreating, to the breath 

Of the night wind, down the vast edges drear 
And naked shingles of the world. 

Ah, love, let us be true 

To one another! for the world, which seems 
To lie before us like a land of dreams, 

So various, so beautiful, so new. 
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Hath really neither joy, nor love, nor light. 

Nor certitude, nor peace, nor help for pain; 

And we are here as on a darkling plain 

Swept with confused alarms of struggle and flight 

Where ignorant armies clash by night. 


O 


Requiescat 

Strew on her roses, roses, 

And never a spray of yew! 

In quiet she reposes; 

All! would that I did too. 

Her mirth the world required; 

She bathed it in smiles of glee. 

But her heart was tired, tired. 

And now they let her be. 

Her life was turning, turning. 

In mazes of heat and sound. 

But for peace her soul was yearning. 
And now peace laps her round. 

Her cabined, ample spirit, 

It fluttered and failed for breath. 
To-night it doth inherit 
The vasty hall of death. 
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DANTE GABRIEL ROSSETTI 1 8 28 — 1 8 8 2 

The Blessed Damozel 

The blessed damozel leaned out 

From the gold bar of Heaven; 

Her eyes were deeper than the depth 
Of waters stilled at even; 

She had three lilies in her hand. 

And the stars in her hair were seven. 

Her robe, ungirt from clasp to hem. 

No wrought flowers did adorn. 

But a white rose of Mary’s gift. 

For service meetly worn; 

Her hair that lay along her back 
Was yellow like ripe corn. 

Her seemed she scarce had been a day 
One of God’s choristers; 

The wonder was not yet quite gone 
From that still look of hers; 

Albeit, to them she left, her day 
Had counted as ten years. 

(To one, it is ten years of years. 

. . . Yet now, and in this place, 

Surely she leaned o’er me—her hair 
Fell all about my face. . . . 

Nothing: the autumn-fall of leaves 
The whole year sets apace.) 

It was the rampart of God’s house 
That she was standing on; 
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By God built over the sheer depth 
The which is Space begun; 

So high, that looking downward thence 
She scarce could see the sun. 

It lies in Heaven, across the flood 
Of ether, as a bridge. 

Beneath, the tides of day and night 
With flame and darkness ridge 

The void, as low as where this earth 
Spins like a fretful midge. 

Around her, lovers, newly met 
’Mid deathless love’s acclaims. 

Spoke evermore among themselves 
Their heart-remembered names; 

And the souls mounting up to God 
Went by her like thin flames. 

And still she bowed herself and stooped 
Out of the circling charm; 

Until her bosom must have made 
The bar she leaned on warm. 

And the lilies lay as if asleep 
Along her bended arm. 

From the fixed place of Heaven she saw 
Time like a pulse shake fierce 

Through all the worlds. Her gaze still strove 
Within the gulf to pierce 

Its path: and now she spoke as when 
The stars sang in their spheres. 

The sun was gone now; the curled moon 
Was like a little feather 
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Fluttering far down the gulf; and now 
She spoke through the still weather. 

Her voice was like the voice the stars 
Had when they sang together. 

(Ah, sweet! Even now, in that bird’s song. 
Strove not her accents there. 

Fain to be harkened? When those bells 
Possessed the mid-day air. 

Strove not her steps to reach my side 
Down all the echoing stair?) 

T wish that he were come to me. 

For he will come/ she said. 

‘Have I not prayed in Heaven?—on earth. 
Lord, Lord, has he not prayed? 

Are not two prayers a perfect strength? 
And shall I feel afraid? 

*When round his head the aureole clings. 
And he is clothed in white. 

I’ll take his hand and go with him 
To the deep wells of light; 

As unto a stream we will step down. 

And bathe there in God’s sight. 

‘We two will stand beside that shrine. 
Occult, withheld, untrod. 

Whose Tamps are stirred continually 
With prayer sent up to God; 

And see our old prayers, granted, melt 
Each like a little cloud. 

‘We two will he i’ the shadow of 
That living mystic tree 
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Within whose secret growth the Dove 
Is sometimes felt to be. 

While every leaf that his plumes touch 
Saith his name audibly. 

‘And I myself will teach to him, 

I myself, lying so. 

The songs I sing here; which his voice 
Shall pause in, hushed and slow. 

And find some knowledge at each pause. 
Or some new thing to know/ 

(Alas! We two, we two, thou say’st! 

Yea, one wast thou with me 

That once of old. But shall God lift 
To endless unity 

The soul whose likeness with thy soul 
Was but its love for thee?) 

‘We two/ she said, ‘will seek the groves 
Where the lady Mary is. 

With her five handmaidens, whose names 
Are five sweet symphonies, 

Cecily, Gertrude, Magdalen, 

Margaret and Rosalys. 

‘Circlewise sit they, with bound locks 
And foreheads garlanded; 

Into the fine cloth white like flame 
Weaving the golden thread. 

To fashion the birth-robes for them 
Who are just bom, being dead. 

‘He shall fear, haply, and be dumb: 

Then will I lay my cheek 
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To his, and tell about our love. 

Not once abashed or weak; 

And the dear Mother will ax>prove 
My pride, and let me speak. 

‘Herself shall bring us, hand in hand. 

To him round whom all souls 
Kneel, the clear-ranged unnumbered heads 
Bowed with their aureoles: 

And angels meeting us shall sing 
To their citherns and citoles. 

‘There will I ask of Christ the Lord 
Thus much for him and me: — 

Only to live as once on earth 
With Love, only to be. 

As then awhile, forever now 
Together, I and he/ 

She gazed and listened and then said. 
Less sad of speech than mild,— 

‘All this is when he comes/ She ceased. 

The light thrilled towards her, filled 
With angels in strong level flight. 

Her eyes prayed, and she smiled. 

(I saw her smile.) But soon their path 
Was vague in distant spheres: 

And then she cast her arms along 
The golden barriers. 

And laid her face between her hands. 

And wept. (I heard.her tears.) 
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The Ballad of Dead Ladies of Francois Villon 

Tell me now in what hidden way is 
Lady Flora the lovely Roman? 

Where’s Hipparchia, and where is Thais, 

Neither of them the fairer woman? 

Where is Echo, beheld of no man. 

Only heard on river and mere,— 

She whose beauty was more than human? . . . 

But where are the snows of yester-year? 

Where’s Heloise, the learned nun. 

For whose sake Abeillard, I ween, 

Lost manhood and put priesthood on? 

(From Love he won such dule and teen!) 

And where, I pray you, is the Queen 
Who willed that Buridan should steer 

Sewed in a sack’s mouth down the Seine? . . . 

But where are the snows of yester-year? 

White Queen Blanche, like a queen of lilies, 

With a voice like any mermaiden,— 

Bertha Broadfoot, Beatrice, Alice, 

And Ermengarde the lady of Maine,— 

And that good Joan whom Englishmen 
At Rouen doomed and burned her there,— 

Mother of God, where are they then? . . . 

But where are the snows of yester-year? 

Nay, never ask this week, fair lord. 

Where they are gone, nor yet this year. 

Save with this much for an overword,— 

But where are the snows of yester-year? 


EMILY DICKINSON 


EMI LY DICKINSON 1830- 1886 


I never saw a moor, 

I never saw the sea; 

Yet know I how the heather looks. 
And what a wave must be. 

I never spoke with God, 

Nor visited in heaven; 

Yet certain am I of the spot 
As if the chart were given. 


The Only News I Know 

The only news I know 
Is bulletins all day 
From Immortality. 

The only shows I see. 
Tomorrow and Today, 
Perchance Eternity. 

The only One I meet 
Is Cod,—the only street. 
Existence; this traversed. 

If other news there be. 

Or admirabler show— 

I'll tell it you. 
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My Life Closed Twice Before Its Close 

My life closed twice before its close; 

It yet remains to see 
If Immortality unveil 
A third event to me. 

So huge, so hopeless to conceive, 

As these that twice befell. 

Parting is all we know of heaven, 

And all we need of hell. 

O 

CHRISTINA GEORGINA ROSSETTI 1830—1894 

Song 

When I am dead, my dearest, 

Sing no sad songs for me; 

Plant thou no roses at my head. 

Nor shady cypress-tree: 

Be the green grass above me 

With showers and dewdrops wet; 

And if thou wilt, remember, 

And if thou wilt, forget. 

I shall not see the shadows, 

I shall not feel the rain; 

I shall not hear the nightingale 
Sing on, as if in pain: 

And dreaming through the twilight 
That doth not rise nor set. 

Haply I may remember. 

And haply may forget. 





LEWIS CARROLL 
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THOMAS ED WA RD BROWN 1830 — 1897 

My Garden 

A garden is a lovesome tiling, God wot! 

Rose plot. 

Fringed pool, 

Ferned grot— 

The veriest school 
Of peace; and yet die fool 
Contends that God is not— 

Not God! in gardens! when the eve is cool? 

Nay, but I have a sign; 

’Tis very sure God walks in mine. 

© 

LEWIS CARROLL (CHARLES LUTWIDGE DODGSON) 

1832—1898 

Jabberwocky 

Twas brillig, and the slithy toves 
Did gyre and gimble in the wabe; 

All mimsy were the borogoves. 

And the mome radis outgrabe. 

“Beware the Jabberwock, my son! 

The jaws that bite, the claws that catch! 

Beware the Jubjub bird, and shun 
The frumious Bandersnatch!” 

He took his vorpal sword in hand: 

Long time the manxome foe he sought,— 

So rested he by the Tumtum tree. 

And stood awhile in thought. 
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And as in uffish thought he stood. 

The Jabberwock, with eyes of flame. 

Came whiffling through the tulgey wood. 

And burbled as it came! 

One, two! One, two! And through and through 
The vorpal blade went snicker-snack! 

He left it dead, and with its head 
He went galumphing back. 

“And hast thou slain the Jabberwock? 

Come to my arms, my beamish boy! 

O frabjous day! Callooh! Callay!” 

He chortled in his joy. 

’Twas brillig, and the slithy toves 
Did gyre and gimble in the wabe; 

All mimsy were the borogoves. 

And the mome raths outgrabe. 

O 


Father William 
(After Southey) 

“You are old. Father William,” the young man said, 
“And your hair has become very white; 

And yet you incessantly stand on your head— 

Do you think, at your age, it is right?” 

“In my youth,” Father William replied to his son, 
“I feared it might injure the brain; 

But, now that I’m perfectly sure I have none. 

Why, I do it again and again.” 
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“You are old,” said the youth, “as I mentioned before, 
And have grown most uncommonly fat; 

Yet you turned a back-somersault in at the door— 

Pray, what is the reason of that?” 

“In my youth,” said the sage, as he shook his gray locks, 
“I kept all my limbs very supple 
By the use of this ointment—one shilling the box— 

Allow me to sell you a couple?” 

“You are old,” said the youth, “and your jaws are too 
weak 

For anything tougher than suet; 

Yet you finished the goose, with the bones and the beak— 
Pray, how did you manage to do it?” 

“In my youth,” said his father, “I took to the law. 

And argued each case with my wife; 

And the muscular strength which it gave to my jaw, 

Has lasted the rest of my life.” 

“You are old,” said the youth, “one would hardly suppose 
That your eye was as steady as ever; 

Yet you balanced an eel on the end of your nose— 

What made you so awfully clever?” 

“I have answered three questions, and that is enough,” 
Said his father; “don’t give yourself airs! 

Do you think I can listen all day to such stuff? 

Be off, or Ill kick you downstairs.” 
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ALGERNON CHARLES SWINBURNE 1 8 37 — 1 909 

A Forsaken Garden 

In a coign of the cliff between lowland and highland. 

At the sea-down’s edge between windward and lee. 
Walled round with rocks as an inland island. 

The ghost of a garden fronts the sea. 

A girdle of brushwood and thorn encloses 

The steep square slope of the blossomless bed 
Where the weeds that grew green from the graves of its 
roses 

Now lie dead. 

The fields fall southward, abrupt and broken. 

To the low last edge of the long lone land. 

If a step should sound or a word be spoken. 

Would a ghost not rise at the strange guest’s hand? 

So long have the gray bare walks lain guestless. 

Through branches and briers if a man make way. 

He shall find no life but the sea-wind’s restless 
Night and day. 

The dense hard passage is blind and stifled 
That crawls by a track none turn to climb 
To the strait waste place that the years have rifled 
Of all but the thorns that are touched not of time. 

The thorns he spares when the rose is taken; 

The rocks are left when he wastes the plain; 

The wind that wanders, the weeds wind-shaken. 

These remain. 

% 

Not a flower to be pressed of the foot that falls not; 

As the heart of a dead man the seed-plots are dry; 
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From the thicket of thorns whence the nightingale calls 
not. 

Could she call, there were never a rose to reply. 

Over the meadows that blossom and wither. 

Rings but the note of a sea-bird’s song. 

Only the sun and the rain come hither 
All year long. 

The sun burns sear, and the rain dishevels 
One gaunt bleak blossom of scentless breath, 

Only the wind here hovers and revels, 

In a round where life seems barren as death. 

Here there was laughing of old, there was weeping. 
Haply, of lovers none ever will know, 

Whose eyes went seaward a hundred sleeping 
years ago. 

Heart handfast in heart as thev stood, ‘Look thither/ 

Did he whisper? ‘Look forth from the flowers to the 
sea; 

For the foam-flowers endure when the rose-blossoms 
wither. 

And men that love lightly may die—but we?’ 

And the same wind sang, and the same waves whitened, 
And or ever the garden’s last petals were shed. 

In the lips that had whispered, the eyes that had light¬ 
ened, 

Love was dead. 

Or they loved their life through, and then went whither? 

And were one to the end—but what end who knows? 

Love deep as the sea as a rose must wither. 

As the rose-red seaweed that mocks the rose. 

Shall the dead take thought for the dead to love them? 
What love was ever as deep as a grave? 

They are loveless now as the grass above them 
Or the wave. 
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All are at one now, roses and lovers. 

Not known of the cliffs and the fields and the sea. 

Not a breath of the time that has been hovers 
In the air now soft with a summer to be. 

Not a breath shall there sweeten the seasons hereafter 
Of the flowers or the lovers that laugh now or weep, 
When as they that are free now of weeping and laughter 
We shall sleep. 

Here death may deal not again for ever; 

Here change may come not till all change end. 

From the graves they have made they shall rise up never 
Who have left nought living to ravage and rend. 

Earth, stones, and thorns of the wild ground growing. 
While the sun and the rain live, these shall be; 

Till a last wind’s breath, upon all these blowing. 

Roll the sea. 

Till the slow sea rise, and the sheer cliff crumble, 

Till terrace and meadow the deep gulfs drink, 

Till the strength of the waves of the high tides humble 
The fields that lessen, the rocks that shrink. 

Here now in his triumph where all things falter, 

Stretched out on the spoils that his own hand spread, 

As a god self-slain on his own strange altar. 

Death lies dead. 

O 


The Garden of Proserpine 

Here, where the world is quiet; . 

Here, where all trouble seems 
Dead winds’ and spent waves’ riot 
In doubtful dreams of dreams; 

I watch the green field growing 
For reaping folk and sowing. 
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For harvest-time and mowing, 

A sleepy world of streams. 

I am tired of tears and laughter, 
And men that laugh and weep; 
Of what may come hereafter 
For men that sow to reap: 

I am weary of days and hours. 
Blown buds of barren flowers. 
Desires and dreams and powers 
And everything but sleep. 

Here life has death for neighbor, 
And far from eye or ear 
Wan waves and wet winds labor. 
Weak ships and spirits steer; 
They drive adrift, and whither 
They wot not who make thither; 
But no such winds blow hither, 
And no such things grow here. 

No growth of moor or coppice. 

No heather-flower or vine. 

But bloomless buds of poppies. 
Green grapes of Proserpine, 

Pale beds of blowing rushes. 
Where no leaf blooms or blushes 
Save this whereout she crushes 
For dead men deadly wine. 

Pale, without name or number. 

In fruitless fields of corn. 

They bow themselves and slumber 
All night till light is born; 

And like a soul belated, 

In hell and heaven unmated, 
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By cloud and mist abated 

Comes out of darkness mom. 

Though one were strong as seven. 

He too with death shall dwell. 

Nor wake with wings in heaven. 

Nor weep for pains in hell; 

Though one were fair as roses. 

His beauty clouds and closes; 

And well though love reposes. 

In the end it is not well. 

Pale, beyond porch and portal. 

Crowned with calm leaves, she stands 
Who gathers all things mortal 
With cold immortal hands; 

Her languid lips are sweeter 
Than love’s who fears to greet her. 

To men that mix and meet her 
From many times and lands. 

She waits for each and other. 

She waits for all men born; 

Forgets the earth her mother. 

The life of fruits and corn; 

And spring and seed and swallow 
Take wing for her and follow 
Where summer song rings hollow 
And flowers are put to scorn. 

There go the loves that wither. 

The old loves with wearier wings; 

And all dead years draw thither. 

And all disastrous things; 

Dead dreams of days forsaken. 

Blind buds that snows have shaken. 
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Wild leaves that winds have taken. 
Red strays of ruined springs. 

We are not sure of sorrow; 

And joy was never sure; 

To-day will die to-morrow; 

Time stoops to no man’s lure; 

And love, grown faint and fretful. 
With lips but half regretful 
Sighs, and with eyes forgetful 
Weeps that no loves endure. 

From too much love of living, 

From hope and fear set free. 

We thank with brief thanksgiving 
Whatever gods may be 
That no life lives for ever; 

That dead men rise up never; 

That even the weariest river 
Winds somewhere safe to sea. 

Then star nor sun shall waken. 

Nor any change of light: 

Nor sound of waters shaken, 

Nor any sound or sight: 

Nor wintry leaves nor vernal. 

Nor days nor things diurnal; 

Only the sleep eternal 
In an eternal night. 
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WILFRID SCAWEN BLUNT 1 8 40 — 1 9 22 

With Esther 

He who has once been happy is for aye 

Out of destruction’s reach. His fortune then 
Holds nothing secret; and Eternity, 

Which is a mystery’ to other men, 

Has like a woman given him its joy. 

Time is his conquest. Life, if it should fret. 

Has paid him tribute. He can bear to die. 

He who has once been happy! When I set 
Tlie world before me and survey its range, 

Its mean ambitions, its scant fantasies. 

The shreds of pleasure which for lack of change 
Men wrap around them and call happiness, 

The poor delights which are the tale and sum 
Of the world’s courage in its martyrdom; 

• 

When I hear laughter from a tavern door. 

When I see crowds agape and in the rain 
Watching on tiptoe and with stifled roar 
To see a rocket fired or a bull slain, 

When misers handle gold, when orators 

Touch strong men’s hearts with glory till they weep. 
When cities deck their streets for barren wars 

Which have laid waste their youth, and when I keep 
Calmly the count of my own life and see 

On what poor stuff my manhood’s dreams were fed 
Till I too learn’d what dole of vanity 

Will serve a human soul for daily bread, 

—Then I remember that I once was young 
And lived with Esther the world’s gods among. 



SIDNEY LANIER 
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SIDNEY LANIER 1 8 4 2 — 1 8 8 1 

Song of the Chattahoochee 

Out of the hills of Habersham, 

Down the valleys of Hall, 

I hurry amain to reach the plain. 

Run the rapid and leap the fall. 

Split at the rock and together again, 

Accept my bed, or narrow or wide. 

And flee from folly on every side 
With a lover’s pain to attain the plain 
Far from the hills of Habersham, 

Far from the valleys of Hall. 


All down the hills of Habersham, 

All through the valleys of Hall, 

The rushes cried, Abide, abide. 

The willful waterweeds held me thrall. 
The laving laurel turned my tide. 

The ferns and the fondling grass said. Stay, 
The dewberry dipped for to work delay. 
And the little reeds sighed, Abide, abide, 
Here in the hills of Habersham, 

Here in the valleys of Hall. 


High o’er the hills of Habersham, 

Veiling the valleys of Hall, 

The hickory told me manifold 
Fair tales of shade, the poplar tall 
Wrought me her shadowy self to hold, 

The chestnut, the oak, the walnut, the pine, 
Overleaning, with flickering meaning and sign. 
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Said, Pass not , so cold, these manifold 
Deep shades of the hills of Habersham , 

These glades in the valleys of Hall. 

And oft in the hills of Habersham, 

And oft in the valleys of Hall, 

The white quartz shone, and the smooth brook-stone 
Did bar me of passage with friendly brawl, 

And many a luminous jewel lone 
—Crystals clear or a-cloud with mist, 

Ruby, garnet, and amethyst— 

Made lures with the lights of streaming stone 
In the clefts of the hills of Habersham, 

In the beds of the valleys of Hall. 

But oh, not the hills of Habersham, 

And oh, not the valleys of Plall 
Avail: I am fain for to water the plain. 

Downward the voices of Duty call— 

Downward, to toil and be mixed with the main. 

The dry fields burn, and the mills are to turn. 

And a myriad flowers mortally yearn, 

And the lordly main from beyond the plain 
Calls o’er the hills of Habersham, 

Calls through the valleys of Hall. 


O 


WILLIAM ERNEST HENLEY 1849 — 1903 

Invictus 

Out of the night that covers me. 

Black as the Pit from pole to pole, 

I thank whatever gods may be 
For my unconquerable soul. 
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In the fell clutch of circumstance 
I have not winced nor cried aloud. 

Under the bludgeonings of chance 
My head is bloody, but unbowed. 

Beyond this place of wrath and tears 
Looms but the Horror of the shade. 

And yet the menace of the years 
Finds, and shall find, me unafraid. 

It matters not how strait the gate, 

How charged with punishments the scroll, 
I am the master of my fate: 

I am the captain of my soul. 

O 


ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON 1 850 — 1 894 

Romance 

I will make you brooches and toys for your delight 
Of bird-song at morning and star-shine at night. 

I will make a palace fit for you and me, 

Of green days in forests and blue days at sea. 

I wiU make my kitchen, and you shall keep your room. 
Where white flows the river and bright blows the broom. 
And you shall wash your linen and keep your body white 
In rainfall at morning and dewfall at night. 

And this shall be for music when no one else is near, 

Ihe fine song for singing, the rare song to hear! 

JThat only I remember, that only you admire. 

Of the broad road that stretches and the roadside fire 



280 THE POCKET BOOK OF VERSE 


Requiem 

Under the wide and starry sky. 

Dig the grave and let me lie. 

Glad did I live and gladly die, 

And I laid me down with a will. 

This be the verse you grave for me: 

Here he lies where he longed to be , 

Horne is the sailor, home from sea. 
And the hunter home from the hill. 

o 

EUGENE FIELD 1 8 50 — 1 89 5 

A Dutch Lullaby 

Wynken, Blynken, and Nod one night 
Sailed off in a wooden shoe,— 

Sailed on a river of crystal light 
Into a sea of dew. 

"Where are you going, and what do you wish? ’ 
The old moon asked the three. 

“We have come to fish for the herring fish 
That live in this beautiful sea; 

Nets of silver and gold have we! * 

Said Wynken, 

Blynken, 

And Nod. 

The old moon laughed and sang a song, 

As they rocked in the wooden shoe; 

And the wind that sped them all night long 
Ruffled the waves of dew. 

The little stars were the herring fish 
That lived in that beautiful sea— 

“Now cast your nets wherever you wish,— 
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Never afeard are we!” 

So cried the stars to the fishermen three, 

Wynken, 

Blynken, 

And Nod. 

All night long their nets they threw 
To the stars in the twinkling foam,— 

Then down from the skies came the wooden shoe. 
Bringing the fishermen home: 

’Twas all so pretty a sail, it seemed 
As if it could not be; 

And some folk thought 'twas a dream they’d dreamed 
Of sailing that beautiful sea; 

But I shall name you the fishermen three: 

Wynken, 

Blynken, 

And Nod. 

Wynken and Blynken are two little eyes. 

And Nod is a little head. 

And the wooden shoe that sailed the skies 
Is a wee one’s trundle-bed; 

So shut your eyes while Mother sings 
Of wonderful sights that be. 

And you shall see the beautiful things 
As you rock in the misty sea 

Where the old shoe rocked the fishermen three: — 
Wynken, 

Blynken, 

And Nod. 
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Little Boy Blue 

The little toy dog is covered with dust. 

But sturdy and stanch he stands; 

And tlie little toy soldier is red with rust. 

And his musket molds in his hands. 

Time was when the little toy dog was new 
And the soldier was passing fair, 

And that was the time when our Little Boy Blue 
Kissed them and put them there. 


“Now, don’t you go till I come,” he said, 
“And don’t you make any noise!” 

So toddling off to his trundle-bed 
He dreamed of the pretty toys. 

And as he was dreaming, an angel song 
Awakened our Little Boy Blue— 

Oh, the years are many, the years are long. 
But the little toy friends are true. 


Ay, faithful to Little Boy Blue they stand. 

Each in the same old place. 

Awaiting the touch of a little hand. 

And the smile of a little face. 

And they wonder, as waiting these long years through. 
In the dust of that little chair. 

What has become of our Little Boy Blue 
Since he kissed them and put them there. 


EDWIN MARKHAM 
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EDWIN MARKHAM 1852—1940 

The Man with the Hoe 

Bowed by the weight of centuries he leans 
Upon his hoe and gazes on the ground. 

The emptiness of ages in his face. 

And on his back the burden of the world. 

Who made him dead to rapture and despair, 

A thing that grieves not and that never hopes. 

Stolid and stunned, a brother to the ox? 

Who loosened and let down this brutal jaw? 

Whose was the hand that slanted back this brow? 
Whose breath blew out the light within this brain? 

Is this the Tiling the Lord God made and gave 
To have dominion over sea and land; 

To trace the stars and search the heavens for power; 

To feel the passion of Eternity? 

Is this the dream He dreamed who shaped the suns 
And marked their ways upon the ancient deep? 

Down all the caverns of Hell to their last gulf 
There is no shape more terrible than this— 

More tongued with censure of the world’s blind greed— 
More filled with signs and portents for the soul— 

More packt with danger to the universe. 

What gulfs between him and the seraphim! 

Slave of the wheel of labor, what to him 
Are Plato and the swing of Pleiades? 

What the long reaches of the peaks of song. 

The rift of dawn, the reddening of the rose? 

Through this dread shape the suffering ages look; 

Time’s tragedy is in that aching stoop; 
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Through this dread shape humanity betrayed. 
Plundered, profaned, and disinherited. 

Cries protest to the Judges of the World, 

A protest that is also prophecy. 

O masters, lords and rulers in all lands. 

Is this the handiwork you give to God, 

This monstrous thing distorted and soul-quenched? 
How will you ever straighten up this shape; 

Touch it again with immortality; 

Give back the upward looking and the light; 

Rebuild in it the music and the dream; 

Make right the immemorial infamies. 

Perfidious wrongs, immedicable woes? 

O masters, lords and rulers in all lands. 

How will the Future reckon with this man? 

How answer his brute question in that hour 
When whirlwinds of rebellion shake all shores? 

How will it be with kingdoms and with kings— 

With those who shaped him to the thing he is— 

• When this dumb terror shall rise to judge the world. 
After the silence of the centuries? 

O 

OSCAR WILDE 1 856 — 1 900 

The Ballad of Reading Gaol 

i 

He did not wear his scarlet coat. 

For blood and wine are red. 

And blood and wine were on his hands 
When they found him with the dead. 

The poor dead woman whom he loved. 

And murdered in her bed. 
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He walked amongst the Trial Men 
In a suit of shabby gray; 

A cricket cap was on his head. 

And his step seemed light and gay; 

But I never saw a man who looked 
So wistfully at the day. 

I never saw a man who looked 
With such a wistful eye 

Upon that little tent of blue 
Which prisoners call the sky, 

And at every drifting cloud that went 
With sails of silver by. 

I walked, with other souls in pain. 

Within another ring, 

And was wondering if the man had done 
A great or little thing, 

When a voice behind me whispered low, 
“That fellow's got to swing” 

Dear Christ! the very prison walls' 
Suddenly seemed to reel. 

And the sky above my head became 
Like a casque of scorching steel; 

And, though I was a soul in pain. 

My pain I could not feel. 

I only knew what hunted thought 
Quickened his step, and why 

He looked upon the garish day 
With such a wistful eye; 

The man had killed the thing he loved. 
And so he had to die. 
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Yet each man kills the thing he loves. 

By each let this be heard. 

Some do it with a bitter look. 

Some with a flattering word. 

The coward does it with a kiss. 

The brave man with a sword I 

Some kill their love when they are young. 
And some when they are old; 

Some strangle with the hands of Lust, 
Some with the hands of Gold: 

The kindest use a knife, because 
The dead so soon grow cold. 

Some love too little, some too long. 

Some sell, and others buy; 

Some do the deed with many tears. 

And some without a sigh: 

For each man kills the thing he loves. 

Yet each man does not die. 

He does not die a death of shame 
On a day of dark disgrace. 

Nor have a noose about his neck. 

Nor a cloth upon his face. 

Nor drop feet foremost through the floor 
Into an empty space. 

He does not sit with silent men 
Who watch him night and day; 

Who watch him when he tries to weep. 
And when he tries to pray; 

Who watch him lest himself should rob 
The prison of its prey. 
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He does not wake at dawn to see 
Dread figures throng his room. 

The shivering Chaplain robed in white, 
The Sheriff stern with gloom, 

And the Governor all in shiny black. 
With the yellow face of Doom. 


He does not rise in piteous haste 
To put on convict-clothes. 

While some coarse-mouthed Doctor gloats, and notes 
Each new and nerve-twitched pose, 

Fingering a watch whose little ticks 
Are like horrible hammer-blows. 

He does not know that sickening thirst 
That sands one’s throat, before 
The hangman with his gardener’s gloves 
Slips through the padded door, 

And binds one with three leathern thongs 
That the throat may thirst no more. 

He does not bend his head to hear 
The Burial Office read, 

Nor, while the terror of his soul . 

Tells him he is not dead, 

Cross his own coffin, as he moves 
Into the hideous shed. 

He does not stare upon the air 
Through a little roof of glass: 

He does not pray with lips of clay 
For his agony to pass; 

Nor feel upon his shuddering cheek 
The kiss of Caiaphas. 
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Six weeks our guardsman walked the yard 
In the suit of shabby gray: 

His cricket cap was on his head. 

And his step seemed light and gay. 

But I never saw a man who looked 
So wistfully at the day. 

I never saw a man who looked 
With such a wistful eye 

Upon that little tent of blue 
Which prisoners call the sky. 

And at every wandering cloud that trailed 
Its ravelled fleeces by. 

He did not wring his hands, as do 
Those witless men who dare 

To try to rear the changeling Hope 
In the cave of black Despair: 

He only looked upon the sun. 

And drank the morning air. 

He did not wring his hands nor weep. 

Nor did he peek or pine. 

But he drank the air as though it held 
Some healthful anodyne; 

With open mouth he drank the sun 
As though it had been wine! 

And I and all the souls in pain. 

Who tramped the other ring. 

Forgot if we ourselves had done 
A great or little thing. 

And watched with gaze of dull amaze 
The man who had to swing. 
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And strange it was to see him pass 
With a step so light and gay. 

And strange it was to see him look 
So wistfully at the day. 

And strange it was to think that he 
Had such a debt to pay. 

For oak and elm have pleasant leaves 
That in the spring-time shoot: 

But grim to see is the gallows-tree. 
With its adder-bitten root. 

And, green or dry, a man must die 
Before it bears its fruit. 

The loftiest place is that seat of grace 
For which all worldlings try: 

But who would stand in hempen band 
Upon a scaffold high. 

And through a murderer’s collar take 
His last look at the sky? 

It is sweet to dance to violins 
When Love and Life are fair: 

To dance to flutes, to dance to lutes 
Is delicate and rare: 

But it is not sweet with nimble feet 
To dance upon the airl 

So with curious eyes and sick surmise 
We watched him day by day. 

And wondered if each one of us 
Would end the self-same way. 

For none can tell to what red Hell 
His sightless soul may stray. 
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At last the dead man walked no more 
Amongst the Trial Men, 

And I knew that he was standing up 
In the black dock’s dreadful pen. 

And that never would I see his face 
In God’s sweet world again. 

Like two doomed ships that pass in storm 
We hafl crossed each other’s way: 

But we made no sign, we said no word. 

We had no word to say; 

For we did not meet in the holy night. 

But in the shameful day. 

A prison wall was round us both. 

Two outcast men we were: 

The world had thrust us from its heart. 

And God from out His care: 

And the iron gin that waits for Sin 
Had caught us in its snare. 


m 

In Debtors’ Yard the stones are hard. 
And the dripping wall is high. 

So it was there he took the air 
Beneath the leaden sky. 

And by each side a Warder walked. 

For fear the man might die. 

Or else he sat with those who watched 
His anguish night and day; 

Who watched him when he rose to weep. 
And when he crouched to pray; 

Who watched him lest himself should I'ob 
Their scaffold of its prey. 
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The Governor was strong upon 
The Regulations Act: 

The Doctor said that Death was but 
A scientific fact: 

And twice a day the Chaplain called. 
And left a little tract. 

And twice a day he smoked his pipe. 
And drank his quart of beer: 

His soul was resolute, and held 
No hiding-place for fear; 

He often said that he was glad 
The hangman’s hands were near. 

But why he said so strange a thing 
No Warder dared to ask: 

For he to whom a watcher’s doom 
Is given as his task. 

Must set a lock upon his lips, - 
And make his face a mask. 

Or else he might be moved, and try 
To comfort or console: 

And what should Human Pity do 
Pent up in Murderers’ Hole? 

What word of grace in such a place 
Could help a brother’s soul? 

With slouch and swing around the ring 
We trod the Fools’ Paradel 

We did not care: we knew we were 
The Devil’s Own Brigade: 

And shaven head and feet of lead 
Make a merry masquerade. 
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We tore the tarry rope to shreds 
With blunt and bleeding nails; 

We rubbed the doors, and scrubbed the floors. 
And cleaned the shining rails: 

And, rank by rank, we soaped the plank. 

And clattered with the pails. 

We sewed the sacks, we broke the stones. 

We turned the dusty drill: 

We banged the tins, and bawled the hymns, 
And sweated on the mill: 

But in the heart of every man 
Terror was lying still. 


So still it lay that every day 

Crawled like a weed-clogged wave: 

And we forgot the bitter lot 

That waits for fool and knave. 

Till once, as we tramped in from work. 
We passed an open grave. 

With yawning mouth the yellow hole 
Gaped for a living thing; 

The very mud cried out for blood 
To the thirsty asphalt ring: 

And we knew that ere one dawn grew fair 
Some prisoner had to swing. 

Right in we went, with soul intent 
On Death and Dread and Doom: 

The hangman, with his little bag. 

Went shuffling through the gloom: 

And each man trembled as he crept 
Into his numbered tomb. 
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That night the empty corridors 
Were full of forms of Fear, 

And up and down the iron town 
Stole feet we could not hear, 

And through the bars that hide the stars 
White faces seemed to peer. 

He lay as one who lies and dreams 
In a pleasant meadow-land. 

The watchers watched him as he slept. 

And could not understand 
How one could sleep so sweet a sleep 
With a hangman close at hand. 

But there is no sleep when men must weep 
Who never yet have wept: 

So we—the fool, the fraud, the knave— 

That endless vigil kept, 

And through each brain on hands of pain 
Another’s terror crept. 


Alas! it is a fearful thing 
To feel another’s guilt! 

For, right within, the sword of Sin 
Pierced to its poisoned hilt. 

And as molten lead were the tears we shed 
For the blood we had not spilt. 


The Warders with their shoes of felt 
Crept by each padlocked door. 

And peeped and saw, with eyes of awe, 
Gray figures on the floor. 

And wondered why men knelt to pray 
Who never prayed before. 
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All through the night we knelt and prayed. 
Mad mourners of a corse! 

The troubled plumes of midnight were 
The plumes upon a hearse: 

And bitter wine upon a sponge 
Was tlie savor of Remorse. 


The gray cock crew, the red cock crew. 

But never came the day: 

And crooked shapes of Terror crouched. 

In the corners where we lay: 

And each evil sprite that walks by night 
Before us seemed to play. 

They glided past, they glided fast. 

Like travelers through a mist: 

They mocked the moon in a rigadoon 
Of delicate turn and twist. 

And with formal pace and loathsome grace 
The phantoms kept their tryst. 

With mop and mow, we saw them go. 

Slim shadows hand in hand: 

About, about, in ghostly rout 
They trod a saraband: 

And the damned grotesques made arabesques. 
Like the wind upon the sand! 

With the pirouettes of marionettes. 

They tripped on pointed tread: 

But with flutes of Fear they filled the ear. 

As their grisly masque they led. 

And loud they sang, and long they sang. 

For they sang to wake the dead. 
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‘OhoT they cried , “The World is wide , 

But fettered limbs go lame! 

And once , or twice , to throw the dice 
Is a gentlemanly game; 

But he does not win who plays with Sin 
In the secret House of Shame .” 

No things of air these antics were, 

That frolicked with such glee: 

To men whose lives were held in gyves, 

And whose feet might not go free. 

Ah! wounds of Christ! they were living things, 
Most terrible to see. 

Around, around, they waltzed and wound; 
Some wheeled in smirking pairs; 

With the mincing step of a demirep 
Some sidled up the stairs: 

And with subtle sneer, and fawning leer, 

Each helped us at our prayers. 


The morning wind began to moan. 

But still the night went on: 

Through its giant loom the web of gloom 
Crept till each thread was spun: 

And, as we prayed, we grew afraid 
Of the Justice of the Sun. 

The moaning wind went wandering round 
The weeping prison-wall: 

Till like a wheel of turning steel 
We felt the minutes crawl: 

O moaning wind! what had we done 
To have such a seneschal? 
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At last I saw the shadowed bars. 

Like a lattice wrought in lead. 

Move right across the whitewashed wall 
That faced my three-plank bed. 

And I knew that somewhere in the world 
God’s dreadful dawn was red. 

At six o’clock we cleaned our cells. 

At seven all was still. 

But the sough and swing of a mighty wing 
The prison seemed to fill. 

For tlie Lord of Death with icy breath 
Had entered in to kill. 

He did not pass in purple pomp. 

Nor ride a moon-white steed. 

Three yards of cord and a sliding board 
Are all the gallows’ need: 

So with rope of shame the Herald came 
To do the secret deed. 


We were as men who through a fen 
Of filthy darkness grope: 

We did not dare to breathe a prayer. 
Or to give our anguish scope: 

Something was dead in each of us. 
And what was dead was Hope. 

For Man’s grim Justice goes its way. 
And will not swerve aside: 

It slays the weak, it slays the strong. 

It has a deadly stride: 

With iron heel it slays the strong. 

The monstrous parricide! 
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We waited for the stroke of eight: 

Each tongue was thick with thirst: 

For the stroke of eight is the stroke of Fate 
That makes a man accursed. 

And Fate will use a running noose 
For the best man and the worst. 

We had no other thing to do, 

Save to wait for the sign to come: 

So, like things of stone in a valley lone, 

Quiet we sat and dumb: 

But each man’s heart beat thick and quick, 
Like a madman on a drum! 

With sudden shock the prison clock 
Smote on the shivering air, 

And from all the gaol rose up a wail 
Of impotent despair. 

Like the sound that frightened marshes hear 
From some leper in his lair. 

And as one sees most fearful things 
In the crystal of a dream. 

We saw the greasy hempen rope 
Hooked to the blackened beam, 

nd heard the prayer the hangman’s snare 
Strangled into a scream. 

And all the woe that moved him so 
That he gave that bitter cry. 

And the wild regrets, and the bloody sweats, 
None knew so well as I: 

For he who lives more lives than one 
More deaths than one must die. 
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IV 

There is no chapel on the day 
On which they hang a man: 

The Chaplain s heart is far too sick. 

Or his face is far too wan. 

Or tilere is that written in his eyes 
Which none should look upon. 

So they kept us close till nigh on noon. 

And then they rang the bell. 

And the Warders with their jingling keys 
Opened each listening cell. 

And down the iron stair we tramped. 

Each from his separate Hell. 

Out into God s sweet air we went. 

But not in wonted way. 

For this man s face was white with fear. 

And that man’s face was gray. 

And I never saw sad men who looked 
So wistfully at the day. 

I never saw sad men who looked 
With such a wistful eye 
Upon that little tent of blue 
We prisoners called the sky. 

And at every careless cloud that passed 
In happy freedom by. 

But there were those amongst us all 
Who walked with downcast head. 

And knew that, had each got his due. 

They should have died instead: 

He had but killed a thing that lived. 

Whilst they had killed the dead. 
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For he who sins a second time 
Wakes a dead soul to pain. 

And draws it from its spotted shroud, 
And makes it bleed again. 

And makes it bleed great gouts of blood. 
And makes it bleed in vain! 

Like ape or clown, in monstrous garb 
With crooked arrows starred. 

Silently we went round and round 
The slippery asphalt yard; 

Silently we went round and round. 

And no man spoke a word. 

Silently we went round and round. 

And through each hollow mind 
The Memory of dreadful tilings 
Rushed like a dreadful wind. 

And Horror stalked before each man. 
And Terror crept behind. 


The Warders strutted up and down, 

And kept their herd of brutes. 

Their uniforms were spick and span, 

And they wore their Sunday suits, 

But we knew the work they had been at. 
By the quicklime on their boots. 

For where a grave had opened wide, 
There was no grave at all: 

Only a stretch of mud and sand 
By the hideous prison-wall, 

And a little heap of burning lime, 

That the man should have his pall. 
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For he has a pall, this wretched man. 

Such as few men can claim: 

Deep down below a prison-yard. 

Naked for greater shame. 

He lies, with fetters on each foot. 

Wrapt in a sheet of flame! 

And all the while the burning lime 
Eats flesh and bone away; 

It eats the brittle bone by night. 

And the soft flesh by day. 

It eats the flesh and bone by turns. 

But it eats the heart alway. 

For three long years they will not sow 
Or root or seedling there: 

For three long years the unblessed spot 
Will sterile be and bare. 

And looking upon the wondering sky 
With unreproachful stare. 

They think a murderer’s heart would taint 
Each simple seed they sow. 

It is not true! God’s kindly earth 
Is kindlier than men know. 

And the red rose would but blow more red. 

The white rose whiter blow. 

Out of his mouth a red, red rose! 

Out of his heart a white! 

For who can say by what strange way, 

Christ brings His will to light. 

Since the barren staff the pilgrim bore 
Bloomed in the great Pope’s sight? 
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But neither milk-white rose nor red 
May bloom in prison air; 

The shard, the pebble, and the flint, 

Are what they give us there: 

For flowers have been known to heal 
A common man’s despair. 

So never will wine-red rose or white 
Petal by petal, fall 

On that stretch of mud and sand that lies 
By the hideous prison-wall. 

To tell the men who tramp the yard 
That God’s Son died for all. 

Yet though the hideous prison-wall 
Still hems him round and round. 

And a spirit may not walk by night 
That is with fetters bound. 

And a spirit may but weep that lies 
In such unholy ground, 

He is at peace—this wretched man— 

At peace, or will be soon: 

There is no thing to make him mad, 

Nor does Terror walk at noon, 

For the lampless Earth in which he lies 
Has neither Sun nor Moon. 

They hanged him as a beast is hanged: 
They did not even toll 

A requiem that might have brought 
Rest to his startled soul. 

But hurriedly they took him out, 

And hid him in a hole. 
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They stripped him of his canvas clothes. 

And gave him to the flies; 

They mocked the swollen purple throat. 

And the stark and staring eyes; 

And with laughter loud they heaped the shroud 
In which their convict lies. 

The Chaplain would not kneel to pray 
By his dishonored grave: 

Nor mark it with that blessed Cross 
That Christ for sinners gave. 

Because the man was one of those 
Whom Christ came down to save. 

Yet all is well; he has but passed. 

To Life’s appointed bourne: 

And alien tears will fill for him 
Pity’s long-broken urn. 

For his mourners will be outcast men. 

And outcasts always mourn. 

v 

I know not whether Laws be right. 

Or whether Laws be wrong; 

All that we know who lie in gaol 
Is that the wall is strong; 

And thaiffcach day is like a year, 

A year whose days are long. 

But this I know, that every Law 
That men have made for Man, 

Since first Man took his brother’s life. 

And the sad world began. 

But straws the wheat and saves the chaff 
With a most evil fan. 
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This too I know—and wise it were 
If each could know the same— 

That every prison that men build 
Is built with bricks of shame. 

And bound with bars lest Christ should see 
How men their brothers maim. 

With bars they blur the gracious moon. 
And blind the goodly sun: 

And they do well to hide their Hell, 

For in it things are done 
That Son of God nor Son of Man 
Ever should look upon! 


The vilest deeds like poison weeds 
Bloom well in prison-air: 

It is only what is good in Man 
That wastes and withers there: 

Pale Anguish keeps the heavy gate. 

And the Warder is Despair. 

For they starve the little frightened child 
Till it weeps both night and day: 

And they scourge the weak, and flog the fool. 
And gibe the old and gray. 

And some grow mad, and all grow bad. 

And none a word may say. 

Each narrow cell in which we dwell 
Is a foul and dark latrine. 

And the fetid breath of living Death 
Chokes up each grated screen. 

And all, but Lust, is turned to dust 
In Humanity’s machine. 
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The brakish water that we drink 
Creeps with a loathsome slime. 

And the bitter bread they weigh in scales 
Is full of chalk and lime, 

And Sleep will not he down, but walks 
Wild-eyed, and cries to Time. 

But though lean Hunger and green Thirst 
Like asp with adder fight. 

We have little care of prison fare. 

For what chills and kills outright 

Is that every stone one lifts by day 
Becomes one’s heart by night. 

With midnight always in one’s heart. 

And twilight in one’s cell. 

We turn the crank, or tear the rope. 

Each in his separate Hell, 

And the silence is more awful far 
Than the sound of a brazen bell. 

And never a human voice comes near 
To speak a gentle word: 

And the eye that watches through the door 
Is pitiless and hard: 

And by all forgot, we rot and rot. 

With soul and body marred. 

And thus we rust Life’s iron chain 
Degraded and alone: 

And some men curse, and some men weep. 

And some men make no moan: 

But God’s eternal Laws are kind 
And break the heart of stone. 
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And every human heart that breaks. 

In prison-cell or yard, 

Is as that broken box that gave 
Its treasure to the Lord, 

And filled the unclean leper’s house 
With the scent of costliest nard. 

Ah! happy they whose hearts can break 
And peace of pardon win! 

How else may man make straight his plan 
And cleanse his soul from. Sin? 

How else but through a broken heart 
May Lord Christ enter in? 

And he of the swollen purple throat, 

And the stark and staring eyes 

Waits for the holy hands that took 
The Thief to Paradise; 

And a broken and a contrite heart 
The Lord will not despise. 

The man in red who reads the Law 
Gave him three weeks of life. 

Three little weeks in which to heal 
His soul of his soul’s strife, 

And cleanse from every blot of blood 
The hand that held the knife. 

And with tears of blood he cleansed the hand. 
The hand that held the steel: 

For only blood can wipe out blood. 

And only tears can heal: 

And the crimson stain that was of Cain 
Became Christ’s snow-white seal. 
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VI 

In Reading gaol by Reading town 
There is a pit of shame. 

And in it lies a wretched man 
Eaten by teeth of flame. 

In a burning winding-sheet he lies. 

And his grave has got no name. 

And there, till Christ call forth the dead. 

In silence let him lie: 

No need to waste the foolish tear. 

Or heave the windy sigh: 

The man had killed the thing he loved. 

And so he had to die. 

And all men kill the thing they love. 

By all let this be heard. 

Some do it with a bitter look. 

Some with a flattering word. 

The coward does it with a kiss. 

The brave man with a sword I 

O 

The Harlot’s House 

We caught the tread of dancing feet. 
We loitered down the moonlit street. 
And stopped beneath the harlot’s house. 

Inside, above the din and fray. 

We heard the loud musicians play 
The “Treues Liebes Herz” of Strauss. 

Like strange mechanical grotesques. 
Making fantastic arabesques. 

The shadows raced across the blind. 


OSCAR WILDE 


30 


We watched the ghostly dancers spin 
To sound of horn and violin. 

Like black leaves wheeling in the wind. 

Like wire-pulled automatons, 

Slim silhouetted skeletons 

Went sidling through the slow quadrille. 

They took each other by the hand, 

And danced a stately saraband; 

Their laughter echoed thin and shrill. 

Sometimes a clockwork puppet pressed 
A phantom lover to her breast. 

Sometimes they seemed to try to sing. 

Sometimes a horrible marionette 
Came out, and smoked its cigarette 
Upon the steps like a live thing. 

Then, turning to my love, I said, 

“The dead are dancing with the dead. 
The dust is whirling with the dust.” 

But she—she heard the violin. 

And left my side and entered in: 

Love passed into the house of lust. 

Then suddenly the tune went false. 

The dancers wearied of the waltz, 

The shadows ceased to wheel and whirl. 

And down the long and silent street. 

The dawn, with silver-sandaled feet. 
Crept like a frightened girl. 
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LIZETTE WOODWORTH REESE 1 8 56 — 1 9 3 5 

Tears 

When I consider Life and its few years— 

A wisp of fog betwixt us and the sun; 

A call to battle, and the battle done 
Ere the last echo dies within our ears; 

A rose choked in the grass; an hour of fears; 

The gusts that past a darkening shore do beat; 
The burst of music down an unlistening street— 

I wonder at the idleness of tears. 

Ye old, old dead, and ye of yesternight. 

Chieftains, and bards, and keepers of the sheep. 

By every cup of sorrow that you had. 

Loose me from tears, and make me see aright 
How each hath back what once he stayed to weep; 
Homer his sight, David his little lad! 

O 


FRANCIS THOMPSON 1859 — 1907 

The Hound of Heaven 

I fled Him, down the nights and down the days; 

I fled Him, down the arches of the years; 

I fled Him, down the labyrinthine ways 
Of my own mind; and in the mist of tears 
I hid from Him, and under running laughter. 

Up vistaed hopes I sped; 

And shot, precipitated 
Adown Titanic glooms of chasmed fears. 

From those strong Feet that followed, followed after. 
But with unhurrying chase. 

And unperturbed pace. 
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Deliberate speed, majestic instancy. 

They beat—and a Voice beat 
More instant than the Feet— 

“All things betray thee, who betrayest Me.” 

I pleaded, outlaw-wise. 

By many a hearted casement, curtained red, 

Trellised with intertwining charities; 

(For, though I knew His Love Who followed. 

Yet was I sore adread 

Lest, having Him, I must have naught beside); 

But, if one little casement parted wide. 

The gust of His approach would clash it to. 

Fear wist not to evade, as Love wist to pursue. 

Across the margent of the world I fled. 

And troubled the gold gateways of the stars. 

Smiting for shelter on their clanged bars; 

Fretted to dulcet jars 

And silvern chatter the pale ports o’ the moon. 

I said to Dawn, Be sudden; to Eve, Be soon; 

With thy young sldey blossoms heap me over 
From this tremendous Loverl 
Float thy vague veil about me, lest He see! 

I tempted all his servitors, but to find 
My own betrayal in their constancy. 

In faith to Him their fickleness to me. 

Their traitorous trueness, and their loyal deceit. 

To all swift things for swiftness did I sue; 

Clung to the whistling mane of every wind. 

But whether they swept, smoothly fleet. 

The long savannahs of the blue; 

Or whether. Thunder-driven, 

They clanged His chariot ’thwart a heaven ^ 
Flashy with flying lightnings round the spurn o their 
" feet:— 
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Fear wist not to evade as Love wist to pursue. 
Still with unhurrying chase. 

And unperturbed pace. 

Deliberate speed, majestic instancy. 

Came on the following Feet, 

And a Voice above their beat— 

Naught shelters thee, who wilt not shelter Me. 
I sought no more that after which I strayed 
In face of man or maid; 

But still within the little children s eyes 
Seems something, something that replies; 

They at least are for me, surely for me! 

I turned me to them very wistfully; 

tIleir youn 6 e Y es grew sudden fair 
With dawning answers there, 

TLeir angel plucked them from me by the hair. 
Come then, ye other children. Nature s-share 
With me (said I) “your delicate fellowship; 

Let me greet you lip to lip, 

Let me twine with you caresses. 

Wantoning 

With our Lady-Mother’s vagrant tresses, 
Banqueting 

With her in her wind-walled palace, 
Underneath her azured dais. 

Quaffing, as your taintless way is. 

From a chalice 

Lucent-weeping out of the dayspring.” 

So it was done: 

I in their delicate fellowship was one— 

Drew the bolt of Nature’s secrecies. 

I knew all the swift importings 
On the wilful face of skies; 

I knew how the clouds arise 
Spumed of the wild sea-snortings; 

All that’s born or dies 
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Rose and drooped With—made them shapers 
Of mine own moods, or wailful or divine— 

With them joyed and was bereaven. 

I was heavy with the even. 

When she lit her glimmering tapers 
Round the day’s dead sanctities. 

I laughed in the morning’s eyes. 

I triumphed and I saddened with all weather. 

Heaven and I wept together. 

And its sweet tears were salt with mortal mine; 

Against the red throb of its sunset-heart 
I laid my own to beat, 

And share commingling heat; 

But not by that, by that, was eased my human smart. 

In vain my tears were wet on Heaven’s grey cheek. 

For ah! we know not what each other says, 

These things and I; in sound / speak— 

Their sound is but their stir, they speak by silences. 
Nature, poor stepdame, cannot slake my drouth; 

Let her, if she would owe me. 

Drop yon blue bosom-veil of sky, and show me 

The breasts o’ her tenderness: j 

Never did any milk of hers once bless 

My thirsting mouth. i 

Nigh and nigh draws the chase, j 

With unperturbed pace, : 

Deliberate speed, majestic instancy; j 

And past those noised Feet * 

A Voice comes yet more fleet— j 

“Lo naught contents thee, who content’st not Me.” 

Naked I wait Thy love’s uplifted stroke! 

My harness piece by piece Thou has hewn from me. 

And smitten me to my knee; 

I am defenceless utterly. 

I slept, methinks, and woke. 
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And, slowly gazing, find me stripped in sleep. 

In the rash lustihead of my young powers, 

I shook the pillaring hours 
And pulled my fife upon me; grimed with smears, 

I stand amid the dust o' the mounded years— 

My mangled youth lies dead beneath the heap. 

My days have crackled and gone up in smoke, 

Have puffed and burst as sun-starts on a stream. 

Yea, fadeth now even dream 
The dreamer, and the lute the lutanist; 

Even the linked fantasies, in whose blossomy twist 
I swung the earth a trinket at my wrist. 

Are yielding; cores of all too weak account 
For earth with heavy griefs so overplussed. 

Ah! is Thy love indeed 
A weed, albeit an amaranthine weed, 

Suffering no flowers except its own to mount? 

Ah! must— 

Designer infinite!— 

Ah! must Thou char the wood ere Thou canst limn 
with it? 

My freshness spent its wavering shower i’ the dust; 
And now my heart is as a broken fount, 

Wherein tear-drippings stagnate, split down ever 
From the dank thoughts that shiver 
Upon the sighful branches of my mind. 

Such is; what is to be? 

The pulp so bitter, how shall taste the rind? 

I dimly guess what Time in mists confounds; 

Yet ever and anon a trumpet sounds 
From the hid battlements of Eternity; 

Those shaken mists a space unsettle, then 
Round the half glimpsed turrets slowly wash again. 
But not ere him who summoneth 
I first have seen, enwound 
With glooming robes purpureal, cypress-crowned; 
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His name I know, and what his trumpet saith. 
Whether man’s heart or life it be which yields 
Thee harvest, must Thy harvest fields 
Be dunged with rotten death? 

Now of that long pursuit 
Comes on at hand the bruit; 

That Voice is round me like a bursting sea: 

“And is thy earth so marred 
Shattered in shard on shard? 

Lo, all things fly thee, for thou fliest Me! 

Strange, piteous, futile thing. 

Wherefore should any set thee love apart? 

Seeing none but I makes much of naught” (He said), 
And human love needs human meriting: 

How hast thou merited— 

Of all man’s clotted clay the dingiest clot? 

Alack, thou knowest not 
How little worthy of any love thou art! 

Whom wilt thou find to love ignoble thee 
Save Me, save only Me? 

All which I took from thee I did but take. 

Not for thy harms, 

But just that thou might’st seek it in My arms. 

All which thy child’s mistake 
Fancies as lost, I have stored for thee at home: 

Rise, clasp My hand, and come!” 

Halts by me that footfall: 

Is my gloom, after all. 

Shade of His hand, outstretched caressingly? 

‘Ah, fondest, blindest, weakest, 

I am He Whom thou seekest! 

Thou dravest love from thee, who dravest Me.” 
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A. E. HOUSMAN 1 8 5 9 — 1 9 36 

With Rue My Heart Is Laden 

With rue my heart is laden 
For golden friends I had. 

For many a rose-lipt maiden 
And many a lightfoot lad 

By brooks too broad for leaping 
The lightfoot boys are laid; 

The rose-lipt girls are sleeping 
In fields where roses fade. 

© 

When I Was One-and-Twenty 

When I was one-and-twenty 
I heard a wise man say, 

“Give crowns and pounds and guineas 
But not your heart away; 

Give pearls away and rubies 
But keep your fancy free.” 

But I was one-and-twenty. 

No use to talk to me. 

When I was one-and-twenty 
I heard him say again, 

“The heart out of the bosom 
Was never given in vain; 

’Tis paid with sighs a-plenty 
And sold for endless rue.” 

And I am two-and-twenty. 

And oh, ’tis true, ’tis true. 


O 
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When Smoke Stood Up from Ludlow 

When smoke stood up from Ludlow, 
And mist blew off from Teme, 

And blithe afield to ploughing 
Against the morning beam 
1 strode beside my team, 

The blackbird in the coppice 

Looked out to see me stride, 

And hearkened as 1 whistled 

The trampling team beside. 

And fluted and replied: 

“Lie down, lie down, young yeoman; 
What use to rise and rise? 

Rise man a thousand mornings 
Yet down at last he lies, 

And then the man is wise.” 

I heard the tune he sang me. 

And spied his yellow bill; 

I picked a stone and aimed it 
And threw it with a will: 

Then the bird was still. 

Then my soul within me 

Took up the blackbird’s strain, 

And still beside the horses 
Along the dewy lane 
It sang the song again: 

“Lie down, lie down, young yeoman; 

The sun moves always west; 
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The road one treads to labor 

Will lead one home to rest. 

And that will be the best.” 

O 


On the Idle Hill of Summer 

On the idle hill of summer, 

Sleepy with the flow of streams. 

Far I hear the steady drummer 
Drumming like a noise in dreams. 

Far and near and low and louder 
On the roads of earth go by. 

Dear to friends and food for powder. 
Soldiers marching, all to die. 

East and west on fields forgotten 
Bleach the bones of comrades slain. 
Lovely lads and dead and rotten; 
None that go return again. 

Far the calling bugles hollo. 

High the screaming fife replies. 

Gay the files of scarlet follow: 

Woman bore me, I will rise. 


Loveliest of Trees 

Loveliest of trees, the cherry now 
Is hung with bloom along the bough. 
And stands about the woodland ride 
Wearing white for Eastertide. 
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Now, of my threescore years and ten. 
Twenty will not come again, 

And take from seventy springs a score. 
It only leaves me fifty more. 

And since to look at things in bloom 
Fifty springs are little room, 

About the woodlands I will go 
To see the cherry hung with snow. 

O 


GEORGE SANTAYANA 1863— 

O World 

O world, thou choosest not the better parti 
It is not wisdom to be only wise, 

And on the inward vision close the eyes, 
But it is wisdom to believe the heart. 
Columbus found a world, and had no chart, 
Save one that faith deciphered in the skies; 
To trust the soul’s invincible surmise 
Was all his science and his only art. 

Our knowledge is a torch of smoky pine 
That lights the pathway but one step ahead 
Across a void of mystery and dread. 

Bid, then, the tender light of faith to shine 
By which alone the mortal heart is led 
Unto the thinking of the thought divine. 


o 
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To W. P. 

i 

Calm was the sea to which your course you kept. 

Oh, how much calmer than all southern seas I 
Many your nameless mates, whom the keen breeze 
Wafted from mothers that of old have wept. 

All souls of children taken as they slept 
Are your companions, partners of your ease. 

And the green souls of all these autumn trees 
Are with you through the silent spaces swept. 

Your virgin body gave its gentle breath 
Untainted to the gods. Why should we grieve. 

But that we merit not your holy death? 

We shall not loiter long, your friends and I; 

Living you made it goodlier to live. 

Dead you will make it easier to die. 

u 

With you a part of me hath passed away; 

For in the peopled forest of my mind 
A tree made leafless by this wintry wind 
Shall never don again its green array. 

Chapel and fireside, country road and bay, 

Have something of their friendliness resigned; 
Another, if I would, I could not find. 

And I am grown much older in a day. 

But yet I treasure in my memory 

Your gift of charity, and young heart’s ease. 

And the dear honour of your amity; 

For these once mine, my life is rich with these. 

And I scarce know which part may greater be,— 
What I keep of you, or you rob from me. 
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Sonnet 29 

What riches have you that you deem me poor. 
Or what large comfort that you call me sad? 
Tell me what makes you so exceeding glad: 

Is your earth happy or your heaven sure? 

I hope for heaven, since the stars endure 
And bring such tidings as our fathers had. 

I know no deeper doubt to make me mad, 

I need no brighter love to keep me pure. 

To me the faiths of old are daily bread; 

I bless their hope, I bless their will to save, 
And my deep heart still meaneth what they said. 
It makes me happy that the soul is brave, 

And, being so much kinsman to the dead, 

I walk contented to the peopled grave. 

O 


RUDYARD KIPLING 1865—1936 

Danny Deever 

“What are the bugles blowin’ for?” said Files-on-Parade. 
“To turn you out, to turn you out,” the Color-Sergeant 
said. 

“What makes you look so white, so white?” said Files-on- 
Parade. 

“I’m dreadin’ what I’ve got to watch,” the Color-Sergeant 
said. 

For they’re hangin’ Danny Deever, you can ’ear 
the Dead March play. 

The regiment’s in ’ollow square—they’re hangin’ 
him today; 
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They’ve taken of his buttons off an’ cut his stripes 
away. 

An’ they’re bangin’ Danny Deever in the mornin'. 

‘What makes the rear-rank breathe so ’ard!” said Files- 
on-Parade. 

‘ It s bitter cold, it’s bitter cold,” the Color-Sergeant said. 
“What makes that front-rank man fall down?” says Files- 
on-Parade. 

“A touch of sun, a touch of sun,” the Color-Sergeant said. 
They are hangin’ Danny Deever, they are marchin’ 
of ’im round. 

They’ave ’alted Danny Deever by 'is coffin on the 
ground: 

An’ ’e’ll swing in ’arf a minute for a sneakin’ 
shootin’ hound— 

O they’re hangin’ Danny Deever in the mornin’! 

“ ’Is cot was right-’and cot to mine,” said Files-on-Parade. 

“ ’E’s sleepin’ out an’ far tonight,” the Color-Sergeant said. 
“I’ve drunk ’is beer a score o’ times,” said Files-on-Parade. 

“ ’E’s drinkin’ bitter beer alone,” the Color-Sergeant said. 
They are hangin’ Danny Deever, you must mark 
’im to ’is place. 

For ’e shot a comrade sleepin’—you must look ’im 
in the face; 

Nine ’undred of ’is county an’ the regiment’s dis¬ 
grace. 

While they’re hangin’ Danny Deever in the 
mornin’. 

“What’s that so black agin the sun?” said Files-on-Parade. 
“It's Danny fightin’ ’ard for life,” the Color-Sergeant said. 
“What’s that that whimpers over’ead?” said File-on-Pa- 
rade. 

“It’s Danny’s soul that’s passin’ now,” the Color-Sergeant 
said. 
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For they re done with Danny Deever, you can ’ear 
the quickstep play. 

The regiment’s in column, an’ they’re marchin’ us 
away; 

Ho! the young recruits are shakin’, an’ they'll want 
their beer today. 

After hangin’ Danny Deever in the mornin’. 

Q 

Mandalay 


By the old Moulmein Pagoda, lookin’ eastward to the sea. 
There s a Burma girl a-settin’, an’ I know she thinks o’ me; 

For die wind is in the palm-trees, an’ the temple-bells 
they say: 

Come you back, you British soldier; come you back to 
Mandalay!” 

Come you back to Mandalay, 

Where the old Flotilla lay: 

Can t you ear their paddles chunkin’ from Ran- 
I goon to Mandalay? 

On the road to Mandalay, 

Where the flyin’-fishes play. 

An the dawn comes up like thunder outer China 
’crost the Bay! 


’Er petticut was yaller an’ ’er little cap was green. 

An er name was Supi-yaw-lat—jes’ the same as Thee- 
baw’s Queen, 

An I seed her fust a-smokin’ of a whackin’ white che¬ 
root. 

An a-wastin’ Christian kisses on an ’eathen idol’s foot: 
Bloomin’ idol made o’ mud— 

What they called the Great Gawd Budd— 

Plucky lot she cared for idols when I kissed ’er 
where she stud! 

On the road to Mandalay— 
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When the mist was on the rice-fields an’ the sun was 
droppin’ slow, 

She’d git er little banjo an’ she’d sing “ Kulla-lo-lo /” 

With ’er arm upon my shoulder an’ her cheek agin my 
cheek 

We useter watch the steamers an’ the hathis pilin’ teak. 

Elephints a-pilin’ teak 

In the sludgy, squdgy creek. 

Where the silence ’ung that ’eavy you was ’arf 
afraid to speak! 

On the road to Mandalay— 

But that’s all shove be’ind me—long ago an’ fur away. 

An’ there ain’t no ’busses runnin’ from the Benk to Man¬ 
dalay; 

An’ I’m learnin’ ’ere in London what the ten-year sodger 
tells: 

“If you’ve ’eard the East a-callin’, why, you won’t ’eed 
nothin’ else.” 

Nol you won’t ’eed nothin’ else 

But them spicy garlic smells 

An’ the sunshine an’ the palm-trees an’ the tinkly 
temple bells! 

On the road to Mandalay— 

I am sick o’ wastin’ leather on these gritty pavin’-stones, 

An’ the blasted Henglish drizzle wakes the fever in my 
bones; 

Tho’ I walks with fifty ’ousemaids outer Chelsea to the 
Strand, 

An’ they talks a lot o’ lovin’, but wot do they understand? 

' Beefy face an’ grubby ’and— 

Law! wot do they understand? 

I've a neater, sweeter maiden in a cleaner, greener 
land! 

On the road to Mandalay— 
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Ship me somewheres east of Suez where the best is like 
the worst. 

Where there aren’t no Ten Commandments, an’ a man 
can raise a thirst; 

For the temple-bells are callin’, an’ it’s there that I would 
be— 

By the old Moulmein Pagoda, lookin’ lazy at the sea— 

On the road to Mandalay, 

Where the old Flotilla lay, 

With our sick beneath the awnings when we went 
to Mandalayl 
Oh, the road to Mandalay, 

Where the flyin’-fishes play. 

An’ the dawn comes up like thunder outer China 
’crost the Bayl 

O 

If 

If you can keep your head when all about you 
Are losing theirs and blaming it on you, 

If you can trust yourself when all men doubt you. 

But make allowance for their doubting too; 

If you can wait and not be tired by waiting. 

Or being lied about, don’t deal in lies, 

Or being hated don’t give way to hating. 

And yet don’t look too good, nor talk too wise: 

If you can dream— and not make dreams your master; 
If you can think—and not make thoughts your aim. 

If you can meet with Triumph and Disaster 
And treat those two imposters just the same; 

If you can bear to hear the truth you’ve spoken 
Twisted by knaves to make a trap for fools. 

Or watch the things you gave your life to, broken. 

And stoop and build ’em up with worn-out tools: 
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If you can make one heap of all your winnings; 

And risk it on one turn of pitch-and-toss. 

And lose, and start again at your beginnings 
And never breathe a word about your loss; 

If you can force your heart and nerve and sinew 
To serve your turn long after they are gone 
And so hold on when there is nothing in you 
Except the Will which says to them: “Hold on!” 

If you can talk with crowds and keep your virtue, 

Or walk with Kings—nor lose the common touch, 
If neither foes nor loving friends can hurt you, 

If all men count with you, but none too much; 

If you can fill the unforgiving minute 

With sixty seconds’ worth of distance run, 

Yours is the Earth and everything that’s in it. 

And—which is more—you'll be a Man, my son! 

O 

Recessional 

1897 

God of our fathers, known of old, 

Lord of our far-flung battle-line. 

Beneath whose awful Hand we hold 
Dominion over palm and pine— 

Lord God of Hosts, be with us yet, 

Lest we forget—lest we forget! 

The tumult and the shouting dies; 

The captains and the kings depart: 

Still stands Thine ancient sacrifice. 

An humble and a contrite heart. 

Lord God of Hosts, be with us yet. 

Lest we forget—lest we forget! 
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Far-called, our navies melt away; 

On dune and headland sinks the fire: 

Lo, all our pomp of yesterday 
Is one with Nineveh and Tyre! 

Judge of the Nations, spare us yet. 

Lest we forget—lest we forgetl 

If, drunk with sight of power, we loose 
Wild tongues that have not Thee in awe. 
Such boastings as the Gentiles use, 

Or lesser breeds without the Law— 

Lord God of Hosts, be with us yet. 

Lest we forget—lest we forget! 

For heathen heart that puts her trust 
In reeking tube and iron shard, 

All valiant dust that builds on dust. 

And guarding, calls not Thee to guard. 
For frantic boast and foolish word— 

Thy Mercy on Thy People, Lord! 

Amen. 


WILLIAM BUTLER YEATS 1 8 6 5 — 1 9 3 9 

The Lake Isle of Innisfree 

I will arise and go now, and go to Innisfree, 

And a small cabin build there, of clay and wattles made; 

Nine bean rows will I have there, a hive for the honey 
bee. 

And live alone in the bee-loud glade. 

And I shall have some peace there, for peace comes drop¬ 
ping slow, 

Dropping from the veils of the morning to where the 
cricket sings; 
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There midnight’s all a glimmer, and noon a purple glow. 
And evening full of the linnet’s wings. 

I will arise and go now, for always night and day 
I hear lake water lapping with low sounds by the shore; 
While I stand on the roadway, or on the pavements gray, 
I hear it in the deep heart’s core. 


When You Are Old 

When you are old and gray and full of sleep 
And nodding by the fire, take down this book. 
And slowly read, and dream of the soft look 
Your eyes had once, and of their shadows deep; 

How many loved your moments of glad grace, 
And loved your beauty with love false or true; 
But one man loved the pilgrim soul in you, 
And loved the sorrows of your changing face. 

And bending down beside the glowing bars. 
Murmur, a little sadly, how love fled 
And paced upon the mountains overhead. 

And hid his face amid a crowd of stars. 


EDWIN ARLINGTON ROBINSON 1 8 6 9 — 1 9 35 

Richard Cory 

Whenever Richard Cory went down town. 

We people on the pavement looked at him; 

He was a gentleman from sole to crown. 

Clean favored, and imperially slim. 
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And he was always quietly arrayed, ; 

And he was always human when he talked; 

But still he fluttered pulses when he said, 

“Good-morning,” and he glittered when he walked. 

And he was rich—yes, richer than a king— 

And admirably schooled in every grace: 

In fine, we thought that he was everything 
To make us wish that we were in his place. 

So on we worked, and waited for the light, 

And went without the meat, and cursed the bread; 

And Richard Cory, one calm summer night, 

Went home and put a bullet through his head. 


o 


Miniver Cheevy 

Miniver Cheevy, child of scorn. 

Grew lean whale he assailed the seasons; 

He wept that he was ever born, 

And he had reasons. 

Miniver loved the days of old 

When swords were bright and steeds were prancing; 

The vision of a warrior bold 
Would set him dancing. 

Miniver sighed for what was not. 

And dreamed, and rested from his labors; 

He dreamed of Thebes and Camelot, 

And Priam's neighbors. 

Miniver mourned the ripe renown 

That made so many a name so fragrant; 
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He mourned Romance, now on the town, 
And Art, a vagrant. 

Miniver loved the Medici, 

Albeit he had never seen one; 

He would have sinned incessantly 
Could he have been one. 

Miniver cursed the commonplace 

And eyed a khaki suit with loathing; 

He missed the mediaeval grace 
Of iron clothing. 

Miniver scorned the gold he sought. 

But sore annoyed was he without it; 

Miniver thought, and thought, and thought, 
And thought about it. 

Miniver Cheevy, born too late, 

Scratched his head and kept on thinking; 

Miniver coughed, and called it fate, 

And kept on drinking. 


The Dust of Timas 

SAPPHO 

This dust was Timas; and they say 
That almost on her wedding day 
She found her bridal home to be 
The dark house of Persephone. 

And many maidens, knowing then 
That she would not come back again. 
Unbound their curls; and all in tears. 

They cut them off with sharpened shears. 
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EDGAR LEE MASTERS 1 8 6 9 — 

[From Spoon River Anthology] 

Louise Smith 

Herbert broke our engagement of eight years 

When Annabelle returned to the village 

From the Seminary, ah mel 

If I had let my love for him alone 

It might have grown into a beautiful sorrow— 

Who knows?—filling my life with healing fragrance. 
But I tortured it, I poisoned it, 

I blinded its eyes, and it became hatred— 

Deadly ivy instead of clematis. 

And my soul fell from its support, 

Its tendrils tangled in decay. 

Do not let the will play gardener to your soul 

Unless you are sure 

It is wiser than your soul's nature. 


Abel Melveny 

I bought every kind of machine that’s known— 
Grinders, shellers, planters, mowers. 

Mills and rakes and ploughs and threshers— 
And all of them stood in the rain and sun. 
Getting rusted, warped and battered. 

For I had no sheds to store them in. 

And no use for most of them. 

And toward the last, when I thought it over. 
There by my window, growing clearer 
About myself, as my pulse slowed down, 

And looked at one of the mills I bought— 
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Which I didn’t have the slightest need of. 
As things turned out, and I never ran— 

A fine machine, once brightly varnished, 
And eager to do its work, 

Now with its paint washed off— 

I saw myself as a good machine 
That Life had never used. 


O 


John Hancock Otis 

As to democracy, fellow citizens. 

Are you not prepared to admit 

That I, who inherited riches and was to the manor born, 
Was second to none in Spoon River 
In my devotion to the cause of Liberty? 

While my contemporary, Anthony Findlay, 

Born in a shanty and beginning life 
As a water carrier to the section hands. 

Then becoming a section hand when he was grown. 
Afterwards foreman of the gang, until he rose 
To tlie superintendency of the railroad. 

Living in Chicago, 

Was a veritable slave driver. 

Grinding the faces of labor, 

And a bitter enemy of democracy. 

And I say to you. Spoon River, 

And to you, O republic. 

Beware of the man who rises to power 

From one suspender. 
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WALTER DE LA MARE 1 8 7 3 — 

The Listeners 

“Is there anybody there?” said the Traveller, 

Knocking on the moonlit door; 

And his horse in the silence champed the grasses 
Of the forest's ferny floor: 

And a bird flew up out of the turret. 

Above the Traveller's head: 

And he smote upon the door again a second time; 

“Is there anybody there?” he said. 

But no one descended to the Traveller; 

No head from the leaf-fringed sill 
Leaned over and looked into his grey eyes, 

Where he stood perplexed and still. 

But only a host of phantom listeners 
That dwelt in the lone house then 
Stood listening in the quiet of the moonlight 
To that voice from the world of men: 

Stood thronging the faint moon beams on the dark stair, 

That goes down to the empty hall, 

Hearkening in an air stirred and shaken 
By the lonely Traveller's call. 

And he felt in his heart their strangeness. 

Their stillness answering his cry. 

While his horse moved, cropping the dark turf, 

'Neath the starred and leafy sky; 

For he suddenly smote on the door, even 
Louder, and lifted his head: — 

“Tell them I came, and no one answered. 

That I kept my word,” he said. 

Never the least stir made the listeners. 

Though every word he spake 
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Fell echoing through the shadowiness of the still house 
From the one man left awake: 

Ay, they heard his foot upon the stirrup. 

And the sound of iron on stone 
And how the silence surged softly backward 
When the plunging hoofs were gone. 

O 


AMY LOWELL 1874 — 1925 

Patterns 

I walk down the garden-paths, 

And all the daffodils 

Are blowing, and the bright blue squills. 

I walk down the patterned garden-paths 
In my stiff, brocaded gown. 

With my powdered hair and jewelled fan, 

I too am a rare 

Pattern. As I wander down 

The garden-paths. 

My dress is richly figured, 

And the train 

Makes a pink and silver stain 
On the gravel, and the thrift 
Of the borders. 

Just a plate of current fashion. 

Tripping by in high-heeled, ribboned shoes. 
Not a softness anywhere about me. 

Only whale-bone and brocade. 

And I sink on a seat in the shade 
Of a lime-tree. For my passion 
Wars against the stiff brocade. 

The daffodils and squills 
Flutter in the breeze 
As they please. 
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And I weep; 

For the lime-tree is in blossom 

And one small flower has dropped upon my bosom. 

And the plashing of waterdrops 
In the marble fountain 
Comes down the garden-paths. 

The dripping never stops. 

Underneath my stiffened gown 

Is the softness of a woman bathing in a marble basin, 

A basin in the midst of hedges grown 
So thick, she cannot see her lover hiding. 

But she guesses he is near. 

And the sliding of the water 
Seems the stroking of a dear 
Hand upon her. 

What is Summer in a fine brocaded gownl 
I should like to see it lying in a heap upon the ground. 
All the pink and silver crumpled upon the ground. 

I would be the pink and silver as I ran along the paths. 
And he would stumble after. 

Bewildered by my laughter. 

I should see the sun flashing from his sword-hilt and the 
buckles on his shoes. 

I would choose 

To lead him in a maze along the patterned paths, 

A bright and laughing maze for my heavy-booted lover. 
Till he caught me in the shade, 

And the buttons of his waistcoat bruised my body as he 
clasped me, 

Aching, melting, unafraid. 

With the shadows of the leaves and the sundrops. 

And the plopping of the waterdrops, 

All about us in the open afternoon— 

I am very like to swoon 
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With the weight of this brocade 
For the sun sifts through the shade. 

Underneath the fallen blossom 
In my bosom. 

Is a letter I have hid. 

It was brought to me this morning by a rider from the 
Duke. 

“Madam, we regret to inform you that Lord Hartwell 
Died in action Thursday se’nnight.” 

As I read it in the white, morning sunlight. 

The letters squirmed like snakes. 

“Any answer. Madam?” said my footman. 

“No,” I told him. 

“See that the messenger takes some refreshment. 

“No, no answer.” 

And I walked into the garden, 

Up and down the patterned paths. 

In my stiff, correct brocade. 

The blue and yellow flowers stood up proudly in the sun. 
Each one. 

I stood upright too. 

Held rigid to the pattern 
By the stiffness of my gown; 

Up and down I walked, 

Up and down. 

In a month he would have been my husband. 

In a month, here, underneath this lime. 

We would have broke the pattern; 

He for me, and I for him. 

He as Colonel, I as Lady, 

On this shady seat. 

He had a whim 

That sunlight carried blessing. 

And I answered, “It shall be as you have said.” 

Now he is dead. 
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In Summer and in Winter I shall walk 
Up and down 

The patterned garden-paths 
In my stiff, brocaded gown. 

The squills and daffodils 

Will give place to pillared roses, and to asters, and to 
snow. 

I shall go 
Up and down 
In my gown. 

Gorgeously arrayed, 

Boned and stayed. 

And the softness of my body will be guarded from em¬ 
brace 

By each button, hook, and lace. 

For the man who should loose me is dead. 

Fighting with the Duke in Flanders, 

In a pattern called a war. 

Christ! What are patterns for? 

O 

Lilacs 


Lilacs, 

False blue, 

White, 

Purple, 

Colour of lilac. 

Your great puffs of flowers 

Are everywhere in this my New England. 

Among your heart-shaped leaves 

Orange orioles hop like music-box birds and sing 

Their little weak soft songs; 

In the crooks of your branches 

The bright eyes of song sparrows sitting on spotted eggs 
Peer restlessly through the light and shadow 
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Of all Springs. 

Lilacs in dooryards 

Holding quiet conversations with an early moon; 

Lilacs watching a deserted house 

Settling sideways into the grass of an old road; 

Lilacs, wind-beaten, staggering under a lopsided shock of 
bloom 

Above a cellar dug into a hill. 

You are everywhere. 

You were everywhere. 

You tapped the window when the preacher preached his 
sermon. 

And ran along the road beside the boy going to school. 
You stood by pasture-bars to give the cows good milking. 
You persuaded the housewife that her dish pan was of 
silver 

And her husband an image of pure gold. 

You flaunted the fragrance of your blossoms 
Through the wide doors of Custom Houses— 

You, and sandal-wood, and tea. 

Charging the noses of quill-driving clerks 
When a ship was in from China. 

You called to them: “Goose-quill men, goose-quill men. 
May is a month for flitting,” 

Until they writhed on their high stools 
And wrote poetry on their letter-sheets behind the 
propped-up ledgers. 

Paradoxical New England clerks. 

Writing inventories in ledgers, reading the “Song of Solo¬ 
mon” at night. 

So many verses before bed-time, 

Because it was the Bible. 

The dead fed you 

Amid the slant stones of graveyards. 

Pale ghosts who planted you 
Came in the night-time 
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And let their thin hair blow through your clustered stems. 
You are of the green sea. 

And of the stone hills which reach a long distance. 

You ase of elm-shaded streets with little shops where they 
sell kites and marbles. 

You are of great parks where everyone walks and nobody 
is at home. 

You cover the blind sides of greenhouses 
And lean over the top to say a hurry-word through the 
glass 

To your friends, the grapes, inside. 

Lilacs, 

False blue. 

White, 

Purple, 

Colour of lilac. 

You have forgotten your Eastern origin, 

The veiled women with eyes like panthers, 

The swollen, aggressive turbans of jewelled Pashas. 

Now you are a very decent flower, 

A reticent flower, 

A curiously clear-cut, candid flower. 

Standing beside clean doorways. 

Friendly to a house-cat and a pair of spectacles, 

Making poetry out of a bit of moonlight 
And a hundred or two sharp blossoms. 

Maine knows you. 

Has for years and years; 

New Hampshire knows you, 

And Massachusetts 
And Vermont. 

Cape Cod starts you along the beaches to Rhode Island; 
Connecticut takes you from a river to the sea. 

You are brighter than apples. 
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Sweeter than tulips, 

You are the great flood of our souls 
Bursting above the leaf-shapes of our hearts, 

You are the smell of all Summers, 

The love of wives and children, 

The recollection of the gardens of little children, 

You are State Houses and Charters 

And the familiar treading of the foot to and fro on a road 
it knows. 

May is lilac here in New England, 

May is a thrush singing “Sun up!” on a tip-top ash-tree, 
May is white clouds behind pine-trees 
Puffed out and marching upon a blue sky. 

May is a green as no other, 

May is much sun through small leaves. 

May is soft earth, 

And apple-blossoms. 

And windows open to a South wind. 

May is a full light wind of lilac 
From Canada to Narragansett Bay. 

Lilacs, 

False blue. 

White, 

Purple, 

Colour of lilac. 

Heart-leaves of lilac all over New England, 

Roots of lilac under all the soil of New England, 

Lilac in me because I am New England, 

Because my roots are in it. 

Because my leaves are of it. 

Because my flowers are for it. 

Because it is my country 
And I speak to it of itself 
And sing of it with my own voice 
Since certainly it is mine. 
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ROBERT FROST 1 8 7 5 — 

Mending Wall 


Something there is that doesn’t love a wall. 

That sends the frozen-ground-swell under it. 

And spills the upper boulders in the sun; 

And makes gaps even two can pass abreast. 

The work of hunters is another thing: 

I have come after them and made repair 
Where they have left not one stone on a stone. 

But they would have the rabbit out of hiding. 

To please the yelping dogs. The gaps I mean, 

No one has seen them made or heard them made. 
But at spring mending-time we find them there. 

I let my neighbor know beyond the hill; 

And on a day we meet to walk the line 
And set the wall between us once again. 

We keep the wall between us as we go. 

To each the boulders that have fallen to each. 

And some are loaves and some so nearly balls 
We have to use a spell to make them balance: 

“Stay where you are until our backs are turned! 

We wear our fingers rough with handling them. 

Oh, just another kind of outdoor game. 

One on a side. It comes to little more: 

There where it is we do not need the wall: 

He is all pine and I am apple-orchard. 

My apple trees will never get across 

And eat the cones under his pines, I tell him. 

He only says, “Good fences make good neighbors.” 
Spring is the mischief in me, and I wonder 
If I could put a notion in his head: 

“Why do they make good neighbors? Isn’t it 
Where there are cows? But here there are no cows. 
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Before I built a wall I’d ask to know 
What 1 was walling in or walling out. 

And to whom I was like to give offence. 

Something there is that doesn’t love a wall, 

That wants it down!” I could say “elves” to him, 

But it’s not elves exactly, and I’d rather 
He said it for himself. I see him there. 

Bringing a stone grasped firmly by the top 
In each hand, like an old stone savage armed. 

He moves in darkness, as it seems to me, 

Not of woods only and the shade of trees. 

He will not go behind his father’s saying. 

And he likes having thought of it so well 

He says again, “Good fences make good neighbors.” 

O 

Stopping By Woods on a Snowy Evening 

Whose woods these are I think I know. 

His house is in the village though; 

He will not see me stopping here 
To watch his woods fill up with snow. 

My little horse must think it queer 
To stop without a farmhouse near 
Between the woods and frozen lake 
The darkest evening of the year. 

He gives his harness bells a shake 
To ask if there is some mistake. 

The only other sound’s the sweep 
Of easy wind and downy flake. 

The woods are lovely, dark and deep, 

But I have promises to keep. 

And miles to go before I sleep, 

And miles to go before I sleep. 
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Birches 

When I see birches bend to left and right 
Across the lines of straighter darker trees, 

I like to think some boy’s been swinging them. 

But swinging doesn’t bend them down to stay. 

Ice-storms do that. Often you must have seen them 
Loaded with ice a sunny winter morning 
After a rain. They click upon themselves 
As the breeze rises, and turn many-colored 
As the stir cracks and crazes their enamel. 

Soon the sun’s warmth makes them shed crystal shells 
Shattering and avalanching on the snow-crust— 

Such heaps of broken glass to sweep away 
You’d think the inner dome of heaven had fallen. 

They are dragged to the withered bracken by the load, 
And they seem not to break; though once they are bowed 
So low for long, they never right themselves: 

You may see their trunks arching in the woods 
Years afterwards, trailing their leaves on the ground 
Like girls on hands and knees that throw their hair 
Before them over their heads to dry in the sun. 

But I was going to say when Truth broke in 
With all her matter-of-fact about the ice-storm 
(Now am I free to be poetical?) 

I should prefer to have some boy bend them 
As he went out and in to fetch the cows— 

Some boy too far from town to learn baseball. 

Whose only play was what he found himself. 

Summer or winter, and could play alone. 

One by one he subdued his father’s trees 
By riding them down over and over again 
Until he took the stiffness out of them. 

And not one but hung limp, not one was left 
For him to conquer. He learned all there was 
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To learn about not launching out too soon 
And so not carrying the tree away 
Clear to the ground. He always kept his poise 
To the top branches, climbing carefully 
With the same pains you use to fill a cup 
Up to the brim, and even above the brim. 

Then he flung outward, feet first, with a swish. 
Kicking his way down through the air to the ground. 
So was I once myself a swinger of birches. 

And so I dream of going back to be. 

It's when I’m weary of considerations. 

And life is too much like a pathless wood 
Where your face burns and tickles with the cobwebs 
Broken across it, and one eye is weeping 
From a twig’s having lashed across it open. 

I’d like to get away from earth awhile 
And then come back to it and begin over. 

May no fate wilfully misunderstand me 

And half grant what I wish and snatch me away 

Not to return. Earth’s the right place for love: 

I don’t know where it’s likely to go better. 

I’d like to go by climbing a birch tree. 

And climb black branches up a snow-white trunk 
Toward heaven, till the tree could bear no more. 

But dipped its top and set me down again. 

That would be good both going and coming back. 

One could do worse than be a swinger of birches. 
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Sea-Fever 

I must go down to the seas again, to the lonely sea and 
the sky. 

And all I ask is a tall ship and a star to steer her by. 

And the wheel’s kick and the wind’s song and the white 
sail’s shaking. 

And a gray mist on the sea’s face and a gray dawn break¬ 
ing. 

I must go down to the seas again, for the call of the run¬ 
ning tide 

Is a wild call and a clear call that may not be denied; 

And all I ask is a windy day with the white clouds flying, 

And the flung spray and the blown spume, and the sea¬ 
gulls crying. 

I must go down to the seas again to the vagrant gypsy 
life, 

To the gull’s way and the whale’s way where the wind s 
like a whetted knife; 

And all I ask is a merry yarn from a laughing fellow- 
rover, 

And quiet sleep and a sweet dream when the long trick s 
over. 


O 

The West Wind 

It’s a warm wind, the west wind, full of birds’ cries; 

I never hear the west wind but tears are in my eyes. 
For it comes from the west lands, the old brown hills. 
And April’s in the west wind, and daffodils. 
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It’s a fine land, the west land, for hearts as tired as mine, 

Apple orchards blossom there, and the air’s like wine. 

There is cool green grass there, where men may lie at rest; 

And the thrushes are in song there, fluting from the nest. 

“Will you not come home, brother? You have been long 
away. 

It’s April, and blossom time, and white is the spray: 

And bright is the sun, brother, and warm is the rain; 

Will you not come home, brother, home to us again? 

“The young corn is green, brother, where the rabbits run; 

It’s blue sky, and white clouds, and warm rain and sun. 

It’s song to a man’s soul, brother, fire to a man’s brain, 

To hear the wild bees and see the merry spring again. 

“Larks are singing in the west, brother, above the green 
wheat, 

So will you not come home, brother, and rest your tired 
feet? 

I’ve a balm for bruised hearts, brother, sleep for aching 
eyes,” 

Says tlie warm wind, the west wind, full of birds’ cries. 

It's the white road westwards is the road I must tread 

To the green grass, the cool grass, and rest for heart and 
head, 

To the violets and the brown brooks and the thrushes’ 
song 

In the fine land, the west land, the land where I belong. 

© 

A Consecration 

Not of the princes and prelates with periwigged chari¬ 
oteers 



345 


JOHN MASEFIELD 

Riding triumphantly laurelled to lap the fat of years,— 
Rather the scorned—the rejected—the men hemmed in 
with the spears: 

The men of the tattered battalion which fights till it dies, 
Dazed with the dust of the battle, the din and the cries, 
The men with the broken heads and the blood running 
into their eyes. 

Not the be-medalled Commander, beloved of the throne. 
Riding cock-horse to parade when the bugles are blown, 
But the lads who carried tire koppie and cannot be 
known. 


Not the ruler for me, but the ranker, the tramp of the 
road, 

The slave with the sack on his shoulders pricked on with 
the goad, 

The man with too weighty a burden, too weary a load. 

The sailor, the stoker of steamers, the man with tire clout, 

The chantyman bent at the halliards putting a tune to the 
shout, 

The drowsy man at the wheel and the tired lookout. 

Others may sing of the wine and the wealth and the 
mirth. 

The portly presence of potentates goodly in girth;— 

Mine be the dirt and the dross, the dust and scum of the - 
earth! 

Theirs be the music, the colour, the glory, the gold; 

Mine be a handful of ashes, a mouthful of mould. 

Of the maimed, of the halt and the blind in the rain and 
the cold— 

Of these shall my songs be fashioned, my tales be told. 


346 


THE POCKET BOOK OF VERSE 


CARL SANDBURG 1 8 7 8 — 

Chicago 

Plog Butcher for the World, 

Tool Maker, Stacker of Wheat, 

Player with Railroads and the Nation’s Freight Handler; 

Stormy, husky, brawling, 

City of the Big Shoulders: 

They tell me you are wicked, and I believe them; for I 
have seen your painted women under the gas lamps 
luring the farm boys. 

And they tell me you are crooked, and I answer: Yes, it is 
true I have seen the gunman kill and go free to kill 
again. 

And they tell me you are brutal, and my reply is: On the 
faces of women and children I have seen the marks 
of wanton hunger. 

And having answered so I turn once more to those who 
sneer at this my city, and I give them back the sneer 
and say to them: 

Come and show me another city with lifted head singing 
so proud to be alive and coarse and strong and cun¬ 
ning. 

Flinging magnetic curses amid the toil of piling job on 
job, here is a tall bold slugger set vivid against the 
little soft cities; 

Fierce as a dog with tongue lapping for action, cunning 
as a savage pitted against the wilderness, 

Bareheaded, 

Shoveling, 

Wrecking, 

Planning, 

Building, breaking, rebuilding. 
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Under the smoke, dust all over his mouth, laughing with 
white teeth, 

Under the terrible burden of destiny laughing as a young 
man laughs. 

Laughing even as an ignorant fighter laughs who has 
never lost a battle. 

Bragging and laughing that under his wrist is the pulse, 
and under his ribs the heart of the people. 

Laughing! 

Laughing the stormy, husky, brawling laughter of youth; 
half-naked, sweating, proud to be Hog-butcher, 1 ool- 
maker. Stacker of Wheat, Player with Railroads, and 
Freight-handler to the Nation. 

O 

Cool Tombs 

Wnen Abraham Lincoln was shoveled into the tombs, he 
forgot the copperheads and the assassin ... in the 
dust, in the cool tombs. 

And Ulysses Grant lost all thought of con men and Wall 
Street, cash and collateral turned ashes ... in the 
dust, in the cool tombs. 

Pocahontas’ body, lovely as a poplar, sweet as a red haw 
in November or a pawpaw in May, did she wonder:* 
does she remember? ... in the dust, in the cool 
tombs? 

Take any streetful of people buying clothes and groceries, 
cheering a hero or throwing confetti and blowing tin 
horns . . . tell me if the lovers are losers . . . tell me 
if any get more than the lovers ... in the dust . . . 
in the cool tombs. 
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Fog 

The fog comes 
on little cat feet. 

It sits looking 
over harbor and city 
on silent haunches 
and then, moves on. 


o 


Grass 

Pile the bodies high at Austerlitz and Waterloo, 

Shovel them under and let me work— 

I am the grass; I cover all. 

And pile them high at Gettysburg 

And pile them high at Ypres and Verdun. 

Shovel them under and let me work. 

Two years, ten years, and passengers ask the conductor 
What place is this? 

Where are we now? 

I am the grass. 

Let me work. 
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VACHEL LINDSAY I8' T 9 — 1931 

' Abraham Lincoln Walks at Midnight 

It is portentous, and a tiling of state 

That here at midnight, in our little town 
A mourning figure walks, and will not rest 

Near the old court-house pacing up and down. 


Or by his homestead, or the shadowed yards 
He lingers where his children used to play. 
Or through the market, on the well-worn stones 
He stalks until the dawn-stars burn away. 


A bronzed, lank man! His suit of ancient black, 
A famous high-top-hat and plain worn shawl 
Make him the quaint great figure that men love, 
The prairie-lawyer, master of us all. 


He cannot sleep upon his hillside now. 

He is among us, as in times before! 

And we who toss and lie awake for long 

Breathe deep, and start, to see him pass the door. 

His head is bowed. He thinks on men and kings. 

Yea, when the sick world cries, how can he sleep? 
Too many peasants fight, they know not why, 

Too many homesteads in black terror weep. 


The sins of all the war-lords burn his heart. 

He sees the dreadnaughts scouring every main. 
He carries on his shawl-wrapt shoulders now 
The bitterness, the folly and the pain. 
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Pie cannot rest until a spirit-dawn 

Shall come;—the shining hope of Europe free; 
The league of sober folk, the Workers’ Earth 
Bringing long peace to Cornland, Alp and Sea. 

It breaks his heart that kings must murder still. 
That all his hours of travail here for men 
Seem yet in vain. And who will bring white peace 
That he may sleep upon his hill again? 


O 


THE CONGO 


A Study of the Negro Race 


l Their Basic Savagery 


Fat black bucks in a wine-barrel room, 
Barrel-house kings, with feet unstable, 
Sagged and reeled and pounded on the 

table, 

Pounded on the table, 

Beat an empty barrel with the handle of a 
broom. 

Hard as they were able, 

Boom, boom, BOOM. 

With a silk umbrella and the handle of a 
broom, 

Boomlay, boomlay, boomlay, BOOM. 

Then I had religion. Then I had a vision. 

I could not turn from their revel in derision. 
Then I saw the Congo, creeping through 

THE BLACK, 

Cutting through the forest with a 

GOLDEN TRACK. 


A deep roll¬ 
ing bass. 


More 

deliberate. 

Solemnly 

chanted. 
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Then along that riverbank 
A thousand miles 

Tattooed cannibals danced in files; 

Then I heard the boom of the blood-lust 
song 

And a thigh-bone beating on a tin-pan 
gong. 

And “Blood” screamed the whistles and the 
fifes of the warriors, 

“Blood” screamed the skull-faced, lean 
witch-doctors, 

“Whirl ye the deadly voo-doo rattle, 

Harry the uplands, 

Steal all the cattle. 

Rattle-rattle, rattle-rattle, 

Bing. 

Boomlay, boomlay, boomlay. Boom,” 

A roaring epic, rag-time tune 
From the mouth of the Congo 
To the Mountains of the Moon. 

Death is an Elephant, 

Torch-eyed and horrible. 

Foam-flanked and terrible. 

Boom, steal the pygmies. 

Boom, kill the Arabs, 

Boom, kill the white men, 

Hoo, Hoo, Hoo. 

Listen to the yell of Leopold’s ghost 
Burning in Hell for his hand-maimed host. 
Hear how the demons chuckle and yell 
Cutting his hands off, down in Hell. 

Listen to the creepy proclamation. 

Blown through the lairs of the forest-nation. 
Blown past the white-ants’ hill of clay. 
Blown past the marsh where the butterflies 
play: 


A rapidly 
piling climax 
of speed and 
racket. 


With a 
philosophic 
pause . 

Shrilly and 
with a 
heavily ac¬ 
cented metre 


Like the 
wind in the 
chimney. 
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“Be careful what you do. 

Or Mumbo-jumbo, God of the Congo, 
And ail of the other 
Gods of the Congo, 

Mumbo-Jumbo will hoo-doo you, 
Mumbo-Jumbo will hoo-doo you,, 
Mumbo-Jumbo will hoo-doo you. 


All the “o” 

sounds very 
golden. 

Heavy ac¬ 
cents' very 
heavy. Light 
accents very 
light. Last 
line whis¬ 
pered. 




m. The Hope of Their Religion 


A good old negro in the slums of the town 
Preached at a sister for her velvet gown. 
Howled at a brother for his low-down ways, 
His prowling, guzzling, sneak-thief days. 
Beat on the Bible till he wore it out 
Starting the jubilee revival shout. 

And some had visions, as they stood on 
chairs, 

And sang of Jacob, and the golden stairs, 
And they all repented, a thousand strong, 
From their stupor and savagery and sin and 
wrong. 

And slammed with their hymn books till 
they shook the room 
With “Glory, glory, glory,”. 

And “Boom, boom, Boom.” 

Then I saw the Congo, creeping through 

THE BLACK, 

Cutting through the jungle with a 

GOLDEN TRACK. 

And the gray sky opened like a new-rent 
veil 

And showed the Apostles with their coats 
of mail. 


Heavy bass. 
With a literal 
imitation of 
camp-meet¬ 
ing racket, 
and trance. 


Exactly as 
in the first 
section. 
Begin with 
terror and 
power. end 
with joy. 


VACHEL LINDSAY 


353 


In bright white steel they were seated round 
And their fire-eyes watched where the 
Congo wound. 

And the twelve Apostles, from their thrones 
on high. 

Thrilled all the forest with their heavenly 
cry:— 

"Mumbo-Jumbo will die in the jungle; 

Never again will he hoo-doo you. 

Never again will he hoo-doo you.” 

Then along that river, a thousand miles, 

The vine-snared trees fell down in files. 

Pioneer angels cleared the way 

For a Congo paradise, for babes at play. 

For sacred capitals, for temples clean. 

Gone were the skull-faced witch-men lean. 
There, where the wild-ghost-gods had 
wailed 

A million boats of the angels sailed 
With oars of silver, and prows of blue 
And silken pennants that the sun shone 
through. 

Twas a land transfigured, ’twas a new crea¬ 
tion. 

Oh, a singing wind swept the negro nation 
And on through the backwoods clearing 
flew:— 

“Mumbo-Jumbo is dead in the jungle. 
Never again will he hoo-doo you. 

Never again will he hoo-doo you.” 

Redeemed were the forests, the beasts and 
the men. 

And only the vulture dared again 
By the far, lone mountains of the moon 
To cry, in the silence, the Congo tune: — 


Sung to 
the tunc of 
“ Hark . ten 
thousand 
harps and 
voices 


With 

growing de¬ 
liberation 
and joy . 


In a rather 
high key — 
as delicately 
as possible. 


To the 
tune of 
“Hark, ten 
thousand 
harps and 
voices .” 


354 


THE POCKET BOOK OF VERSE 


“Mumbo-Jumbo will hoo-doo you. 

Mumbo-jumbo will hoo-doo you, 

Mumbo . . • Jumbo . . . will . . . hoo 
doo . . . you.” 

o 

ALFRED NOYES 1 8 8 0 — 

The Barrel-Organ 

There’s a barrel-organ caroling across a golden street 
In the City' as the sun sinks low; 

And the music’s not immortal; but the world has made it 
sweet 

And fulfilled it with the sunset glow; 

And it pulses through the pleasures of the City and the 
pain 

That surround the singing organ like a large eternal 

light; . 

And they’ve given it a glory and a part to play again 
In the Symphony that rules the day and night. 

And now it’s marching onward through the realms of old 
romance. 

And trolling out a fond familiar tune. 

And now it’s roaring cannon down to fight the King of 

France, 

And now it’s prattling softly to the moon. 

And all around the organ there’s a sea without a shore 
Of human joys and wonders and regrets; 

To remember and to recompense the music evermore 
For what the cold machinery forgets . . . 

Yes; as the music changes. 

Like a prismatic glass. 

It takes the light and ranges 

Through all the moods that pass: 


Dying down 
into a pene¬ 
trating 
terrified 
whisper. 
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Dissects the common carnival 
Of passions and regrets. 

And gives the world a glimpse of all 
The colors it forgets. 

And there La Traviata sighs 
Another sadder song; 

And there II Trovatorc cries 
A tale of deeper wrong; 

And bolder knights to battle go 

With sword and shield and lance, 

Than ever here on earth below 
Have whirled into—a dance!— 

Go down to Kew in lilac-time, in lilac-time, in lilac-time; 

Go down to Kew in lilac-time (it isn’t far from Lon¬ 
don! ) 

And you shall wander hand in hand with love in'summer s 
wonderland; 

Go down to Kew in lilac-time (it isn’t far from Lon- 
donl) 

The cherry-trees are seas of bloom and soft perfume and 
sweet perfume. 

The cherry-trees are seas of bloom (and oh, so near to 
London!) 

And there they say, when dawn is high and all the world s 
a blaze of sky 

The cuckoo, though he’s very shy, will sing a song for 
London. 

The nightingale is rather rare and yet they say youll hear 
him there 

At Kew, at Kew in lilac-time (and oh, so near to Lon¬ 
don! ) 
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The linnet and the throstle, too, and after dark the long 
halloo 

And golden-eyed tu-whit, tu-whoo of owls that ogle 
London. 

For Noah hardly knew a bird of any kind that isn’t heard 

At Kew, at Kew in lilac-time (and oh, so near to Lon¬ 
don! ) 

And when the rose begins to pout and all the chestnut 
spires are out 

You’ll hear the rest without a doubt, all chorusing for 
London:— 

Come down to Kew in lilac-time, in lilac-time, in lilac¬ 
time; 

Come down to Kew in lilac-time (it isn't far from Lon¬ 
don!) 

And you shall wander hand in hand with love in summers 
wonderland; 

Come down to Kew in lilac-time (it isn't far from Lon¬ 
don!) 

And then the troubadour begins to thrill the golden street, 

In the City as the sun sinks low; 

And in all the gaudy busses there are scores of weary feet 

Marking time, sweet time, with a dull mechanic beat. 

And a thousand hearts are plunging to a love they’ll never 
meet. 

Through the meadows of the sunset, through the poppies 
and the wheat. 

In the land where the dead dreams go. 

Verdi, Verdi, when you wrote II Trovatore did you dream 

Of the City when the sun sinks low. 

Of the organ and the monkey and the many-colored 
stream 
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On the Piccadilly pavement, of the myriad eyes that seem 
To be litten for a moment with a wild Italian gleam 
As A che la morte parodies the world s eternal theme 
And pulses with the sunset-glow? 


There’s a thief, perhaps, that listens with a face of frozen 
stone 

In the City as the sun sinks low; 

There’s a portly man of business with a balance of his 
own. 

There’s a clerk and there’s a butcher of a soft reposeful 
tone. 

And they’re all of them returning to the heavens they 
have known: 

They are crammed and jammed in busses and—they re 
each of them alone 
In the land where the dead dreams go. 


There’s a very modish woman and her smile is very bland 
In the City as the sun sinks low; 

And her hansom jingles onward, but her little jeweled 
hand 

Is clenched a little tighter and she cannot understand 

What she wants or why she wanders to that undiscovered 
land. 

For the parties there are not at all the sort of thing she 
planned. 

In the land where the dead dreams go. 


There’s a rowing man that listens and his heart is crying 
out 

In the City as the sun sinks low; 

For the barge, the eight, the Isis, and the coach’s whoop 
and shout. 
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For the minute-gun, the counting and the long dishevelled 
rout. 

For the howl along the tow-path and a fate that’s still in 
doubt, 

For a roughened oar to handle and a race to think about 
In the land where the dead dreams go. 

There’s a laborer that listens to the voices of the dead 
In the City as the sun sinks low; 

And his hand begins to tremble and his face is rather red 

As he sees a loafer watching him and—there he turns his 
head 

And stares into the sunset where his April love is fled, 

For he hears her softly singing and his lonely soul is led 
Through the land where the dead dreams go . . . 

There’s an old and haggard demi-rep, it’s ringing in her 
ears, 

In the City as the sun sinks low; 

With the wild and empty sorrow of the love that blights 
and sears, 

Oh, and if she hurries onward, then be sure, be sure she 
hears, 

Hears and bears the bitter burden of the unforgotten 
years, 

And her laugh’s a little harsher and her eyes are brimmed 
with tears 

For the land where the dead dreams go. 

There’s a barrel-organ caroling across a golden street 
In the City as the sun sinks low; 

Though the music’s only Verdi there’s a world to make it 
sweet 

Just as yonder yellow sunset where the earth and heaven 
meet 
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Mellows all the sooty City! Hark, a hundred thousand 
feet 

Are marching on to glory through the poppies and the 
wheat 

In the land where the dead dreams go. 

So it’s Jeremiah, Jeremiah, 

What have you to say 
When you meet the garland girls 
Tripping on their way? 

All around my gala hat 
I wear a wreath of roses 
(A long and lonely year it is 
I’ve waited for the May!) 

If any one should ask you, 

The reason why I wear it is— 

My own love, my true love, is coming home 
today. 

And it’s buy a bunch of violets for the lady 

(Its lilac-time in London; it’s lilac-time in London!) 
Buy a bunch of violets for the lady; 

While the sky burns blue above: 

On the other side the street you’ll find it shady 

(It’s lilac-time in London; it's lilac-time in London!) 
But buy a bunch of violets for the lady, 

And tell her she’s your own true love. 

There’s a barrel-organ caroling across a golden street 
In the City as the sun sinks glittering and slow; 

And the music’s not immortal; but the world has made it 
sweet 

And enriched it with the harmonies that make a song 
complete 

In the deeper heavens of music where the night and 
morning meet. 
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As it dies into the sunset glow; 

And it pulses through the pleasures of the City and the 
pain 

That surround the singing organ like a large eternal 
light. 

And they’ve given it a glory and a part to play again 
In the Symphony that rules the day and night. 

And there, as the music changes. 

The song runs round again; 

Once more it turns and ranges 
Through all its joy and pain: 

Dissects the common carnival 
Of passions and regrets; 

And the wheeling world remembers all 
The wheeling song forgets. 

Once more La Traviata sighs 
Another sadder song: 

Once more II Trovatore cries 
A tale of deeper wrong; 

Once more the knights to battle go 
With sword and shield and lance 

Till once, once more, the shattered foe 
Has whirled into—a dancel 

Come down to Kew in lilac-time, in lilac-time, in lilac¬ 
time; 

Come down to Kew in lilac-time (it isn’t far from Lon¬ 
don!) 

And you shall wander hand in hand with Love in sum¬ 
mer’s wonderland. 

Come down to Kew in lilac-time (it isn’t far from Lon¬ 
don!) 
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Tiie Highwayman 
Part One 

The wind was a torrent of darkness among the gusty 
trees. 

The moon was a ghostly galleon tossed upon cloudy seas, 
The road was a ribbon of moonlight over the purple moor. 
And the highwayman came riding— 

Riding—riding— 

The highwayman came riding, up to the old inn-door. 


He’d a French cocked-hat on his forehead, a bunch of 
lace at his chin, 

A coat of the claret velvet, and breeches of brown doe¬ 
skin; 

They fitted with never a wrinkle: his boots were up to the 
thigh! 

And he rode with a jewelled twinkle. 

His pistol butts a-twinkle. 

His rapier hilt a-twinkle, under the jewelled sky. 


Over the cobbles he clattered and clashed in the dark inn- 
yard. 

And he tapped with his whip on the shutters, but all was 
locked and barred; 

He whistled a tune to the window, and who should be 
waiting there 

But the landlord’s black-eyed daughter, 

Bess, the landlord’s daughter. 

Plaiting a dark red love-knot into her long black hair. 
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And dark in the dark old inn-yard a stable-wicket creaked 
Where Tim, the ostler, listened; his face was white and 
peaked; 

His eyes were hollows of madness, his hair like mouldy 
hay, 

But he loved the landlords daughter. 

The landlord’s red-lipped daughter; 

Dumb as a dog he listened, and he heard the robber say— 


“One kiss, my bonny sweetheart, I’m after a prize tonight. 
But I shall be back with the yellow gold before the morn¬ 
ing light; 

Yet, if they press me sharply, and harry me through the 
day, 

Then look for me by moonlight, 

Watch for me by moonlight. 

I’ll come to thee by moonlight, though hell should bar the 
way.” 


He rose upright in the stirrups; he scarce could reach her 
hand. 

But she loosened her hair i’ the casement! His face burnt 
like a brand 

As the black cascade of perfume came tumbling over his 
breast; 

And he kissed its waves in the moonlight, 

(Oh, sweet black waves in the moonlight!) 

Then he tugged at his reins in the moonlight, and gal¬ 
loped away to the West. 
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Part Two 


He did not come in the dawning; he did not come at 
noon; 

And out o’ the tawny sunset, before the rise o’ the moon. 

When the road was a gipsy’s ribbon, looping the purple 
moor, 

A red-coat troop came marching— 

Marching—marching— 

King George’s men came marching, up to the old inn- 
door. 


They said no word to the landlord, they drank his ale in¬ 
stead. 

But they gagged his daughter and bound her to the foot 
of her narrow bed; 

Two of them knelt at her casement, with muskets at their 
sidel 

There was death at every window; 

• And hell at one dark window; 

For Bess could see, through her casement, the road that 
he would ride. 


They had tied her up to attention, with many a sniggering 
jest; 

They had bound a musket beside her, with the muzzle 
beneath her breastl 

“Now keep good watch!” and they kissed her. She heard 
the dead man say— 

Look for me by moonlight; 

Watch for me by moonlight; 

Vll come to thee by moonlight, though hell should bar the 
wayI 
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She twisted her hands behind her; but all the knots held 
good! 

She writhed her hands till her fingers were wet with 
sweat or blood! 

They stretched and strained in the darkness, and the 
hours crawled by like years, 

Till, now, on the stroke of midnight, 

Cold on the stroke of midnight. 

The tip of one finger touched it! The trigger at least was 
hers! 

The tip of one finger touched it; she strove no more for 
the rest! 

Up, she stood up to attention, with the muzzle beneath 
her breast, 

She would not risk their hearing; she would not strive 
again; 

For the road lay bare in the moonlight; 

Blank and bare in the moonlight; 

And the blood of her veins in the moonlight throbbed to 
her love’s refrain. 

Tlot-tlot, tlot-tlot! Had they heard it? The horse-hoofs 
ringing clear; 

Tlot-tlot y tlot-tlot, in the distance? Were they deaf that 
they did not hear? 

Down the ribbon of moonlight, over the brow of the hill, 

The highwayman came riding 

Riding, riding! 

The red-coats looked to their priming! She stood up 
straight and still! 

# 

Tlot-tlot, in the frosty silence! Tlot-tlot in the echoing 
night! 

Nearer he came and nearer! Her face was like a light! 

Her eyes grew wide for a moment; she drew one last deep 
breath. 
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Then her finger moved in the moonlight, 

Her musket shattered the moonlight, 

Shattered her breast in the moonlight and warned him— 
with her death. 

He turned; he spurred him Westward; he did not know 
who stood 

Bowed, with her head o’er the musket, drenched with her 
own red blood! 

Not till the dawn he heard it, his face grew gray to hear 

How Bess, the landlord’s daughter. 

The landlord’s black-eyed daughter, 

Had watched for her love in the moonlight, and died in 
the darkness there. 

Back, he spurred like a madman, shrieking a curse to the 
sky, 

With the white road smoking behind him, and his rapier 
brandished high! 

Blood-red were his spurs in the golden noon; wine-red 
was his velvet coat. 

When they shot him down on the highway, 

Down like a dog on the highway, 

And he lay in his blood on the highway, with a bunch of 
lace at his throat. 


And still of a winter s night, they say, when the wind is in 
the trees, 

When the moon is a ghostly galleon tossed upon cloudy 
seas. 

When the road is a ribbon of moonlight over the purple 
moor, 

A highwayman comes riding— 

Riding—riding— 

A highwayman comes riding up to the old inn-door. 
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Over the cobbles he clatters and clangs in the dark inn- 
yard; 

And taps with his whip on the shutters, but all is locked 
and barred; 

He whistles a tune to the window, and who should be 
waiting there 

But the landlord’s black-eyed daughter, 

Bess, the landlord’s daughter. 

Plaiting a dark red love-knot into her long black hair. 


O 


JOYCE KILMER 1 8 8 6— 1 9 1 8 

Trees 

I think that I shall never see 
A poem lovely as a tree. 

A tree whose hungry mouth is prest 
Against the earth’s sweet flowing breast; 

A tree that looks at God all day 
And lifts her leafy arms to pray; 

A tree that may in summer wear 
A nest of robins in her hair; 

Upon whose bosom snow has lain; 

Who intimately lives with rain. 

Poems are made by fools like me. 

But only God can make a tree. 
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RUPERT BROOKE 1 8 8 7— 1 9 1 5 

The Soldier 

If I should die, think only this of me: 

That there’s some corner of a foreign field 
That is for ever England. There shall be 
In that rich earth a richer dust concealed; 

A dust whom England bore, shaped, made aware, 

Gave, once, her flowers to love, her ways to roam, 

A body of England’s, breathing English air. 

Washed by the rivers, blest by suns of home. 

And think, this heart, all evil shed away, 

A pulse in the eternal mind, no less 

Gives somewhere back the thoughts by England 
given; 

Her sights and sounds; dreams happy as her day; 

And laughter, learnt of friends; and gentleness, 

In hearts at peace, under an English heaven. 

o 


Day That I Have Loved 

Tenderly, day that I have loved, I close your eyes. 

And smooth your quiet brow, and fold your thin dead 
hands. 

The grey veils of the half-light deepen; colour dies. 

I bear you, a light burden, to the shrouded sands, 

Where lies your waiting boat, by wreaths of the sea s 
making 

Mist-garlanded, with all grey weeds of the water 
crowned. 

There you'll be laid, past fear of sleep or hope of waking; 

And over the unmoving sea, without a sound, 
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Faint hands will row you outward, out beyond our sight, 
Us with stretched arms and empty eyes on the far- 
gleaming 

And marble sand. . . . 

Beyond the shifting cold twilight, 

Further than laughter goes, or tears, further than 
dreaming, 

Therell be no port, no dawn-lit islands! But the drear 
Waste darkening, and, at length, flame ultimate on the 
deep. 

Oh, the last fire—and you, unkissed, unfriended there! 

Oh, the lone way’s red ending, and we not there to 
weep! 


(We found you pale and quiet, and strangely crowned 
with flowers, 

Lovely and secret as a child. You came with us, 

Came happily, hand in hand with the young dancing 
hours, 

High on the downs at dawn!) Void now and tenebrous. 


The grey sands curve before me . . . 

From the inland meadows, 

Fragrant of June and clover, floats the dark, and fills 
The hollow sea’s dead face with little creeping shadows, 
And the white silence brims the hollow of the hills. 


Close in the nest is folded every weary wing. 

Hushed all the joyful voices; and we, who held you 
dear, 

Eastward we turn, and homeward, alone, remember¬ 
ing .. . 

Day that I loved, day that I loved, the Night is here! 
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OhI Death Will Find Me 

Oh! Death will find me, long before I tire 
Of watching you; and swing me suddenly 
Into the shade and loneliness and mire 
Of the last land! There, waiting patiently. 

One day, I think. I’ll feel a cool wind blowing, 

See a slow light across the Stygian tide. 

And hear the Dead about me stir, unknowing. 

And tremble. And I shall know that you have died. 
And watch you, a broad-browed and smiling dream, 
Pass, light as ever, through the lightless host, 
Quietly ponder, start, and sway, and gleam— 

Most individual and bewildering ghost!— 

And turn, and toss your brown delightful head 
Amusedly, among the ancient Dead. 


O 


ORRICK JOHNS 1 8 8 7— 1 9 46 

Wild Plum 

They are unholy who are born 
To love wild plum at night. 

Who once have passed it on a road 
Glimmering and white. 


It is as though the darkness had 
Speech of silver words. 

Or as though a cloud of stars 
Perched like ghostly birds. 
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They are unpitied from their birth 
And homeless in men’s sight 
Who love, better than the earth. 
Wild plum at night. 

O 

ELINOR WYLIE 1 88 7— 1 928 

Prophecy 

I shall lie hidden in a hut 

In the middle of an alder wood. 

With the back door blind and bolted shut. 
And the front door locked for good. 

I shall lie folded like a saint. 

Lapped in a scented linen sheet, 

On a bedstead striped with bright-blue paint. 
Narrow and cold and neat. 

The midnight will be glassy black 
Behind the panes, with wind about 
To set his mouth against a crack 
And blow the candle out. 

© 

Let No Charitable Hope 

Now let no charitable hope 
Confuse my mind with images 
Of eagle and of antelope: 

I am in nature none of these. 

I was, being human, bom alone; 

I am, being woman, hard beset; 

I live by squeezing from a stone 
The little nourishment I get. 
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In masks outrageous and austere 
The years go by in single file; 

But none has merited my fear. 

And none has quite escaped my smile. 

O 


Love Song 

Had I concealed my love 
And you so loved me longer, 

Since all the wise reprove 
Confession of that hunger 
In any human creature, 

It had not been my nature. 

I could not so insult 
The beauty of that spirit 
Who like a thunderbolt 
Has broken me, or near it; 

To love I have been candid. 
Honest, and open-handed. 

Although I love you well 
And shall for ever love you, 

I set that archangel 
The depths of heaven above you; 
And I shall lose you, keeping 
His word, and no more weeping. 
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Perjegrxne 

Liar and bragger. 

He had no friend 
Except a dagger 
And a candle-end; 

The one he read by; 

The one scared cravens; 
And he was fed by 
The Prophet’s ravens. 
Such haughty creatures 
Avoid the human; 

They fondle nature's 
Breast, not woman— 

A she-wolFs puppies— 

A wild-cat’s pussy-fur: 
Their stirrup-cup is 
The pride of Lucifer. 

A stick he carried. 

Slept in a lean-to; 

He’d never married. 

And he didn’t mean to. 
He’d tried religion 
And found it pleasant; 
He relished a pigeon 
Stewed with a pheasant 
In an iron kettle; 

He built stone ovens. 

He’d never settle 
In any province. 

He made pantries 
Of Vaux and Arden 
And the village gentry’s 
Kitchen-garden. 

Fruits within yards 


ELINOR WYLIE 


Were his staples; 

He drank whole vineyards 
From Rome to Naples, 
Then went to Brittany 
For the cider. 

He could sit any 
Horse, a rider 
Outstripping Cheiron’s 
Canter and gallop. 

Pau’s environs 
The pubs of Salop, 

Wells and Bath inns 
Shared his pleasure 
With taverns of Athens; 
The Sultan's treasure 
He'd seen in Turkey; 

He'd known London 
Bright and murky. 

His bones were sunned on 
Paris benches 
Beset by sparrows; 

Roman trenches. 
Cave-men's barrows. 

He liked, impartial; 

He liked an Abbey. 

His step was martial; 
Spent and shabby 
He wasn't broken; 

A dozen lingoes 
He must have spoken. 

As a king goes 
He went, not minding 
That he lived seeking 
And never finding. 
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He’d visit Peking 
And then be gone soon 
To the far Canaries. 

He’d cross a monsoon 
To chase vagaries. 

He loved a city 
And a street’s alarums; 

Parks were pretty 
And so were bar-rooms. 

He loved fiddles; 

He talked with rustics; 

Life was riddles 
And queer acrostics. 

His sins were serried. 

His virtues garish; 

His corpse was buried 
In a country parish. 

Before he went hence— 

God knows where— 

He spoke this sentence 
With a princely air: 

“The noose draws tighter; 
This is the end; 

I’m a good fighter. 

But a bad friend: 

I’ve played the traitor 
Over and over; 

I’m a good hater. 

But a bad lover.” 


O 
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STEPHEN VINCENT BEN^T 1 8 98 — 1 9 4 3 

The Ballad of William Sycamore 

1790-1871 

My father, he was a mountaineer. 

His fist was a knotty hammer; 

He was quick on his feet as a running deer. 
And he spoke with a Yankee stammer. 

My mother, she was merry and brave. 

And so she came to her labor. 

With a tall green fir for her doctor grave 
And a stream for her comforting neighbor. 

And some are wrapped in the linen fine. 

And some like a godling’s scion; 

But I was ctadled on twigs of pine 
And the skin of a mountain lion. 

And some remember a white, starched lap 
And a ewer with silver handles; 

But I remember a coonskin cap 
And the smell of bayberry candles. 

The cabin logs, with the bark still rough. 

And my mother who laughed at trifles. 

And the tall, lank visitors, brown as snuff. 
With their long, straight squirrel-rifles. 

I can hear them dance, like a foggy song. 
Through the deepest one of my slumbers. 
The fiddle squeaking the boots along 
And my father calling the numbers. 
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The quick feet shaking the puncheon-floor. 
And the fiddle squealing and squealing. 

Till the dried herbs rattled above the door 
And the dust went up to the ceiling. 

There are children lucky from dawn till dusk. 
But never a child so lucky! 

For I cut my teeth on “Money Musk” 

In the Bloody Ground of Kentucky! 

When I grew tall as the Indian corn. 

My fadier had little to lend me. 

But he gave me his great, old powder-horn 
And his woodsman’s skill to befriend me. 

With a leather shirt to cover my back. 

And a redskin nose to unravel 
Each forest sign, I carried my pack 
As far as a scout could travel. 

Till I lost my boyhood and found my wife, 

A girl like a Salem clipper! 

A woman straight as a hunting-knife 
With eyes as bright as the Dipper! 

We cleared our camp where the buffalo feed. 
Unheard-of streams were our flagons; 

And I sowed my sons like the apple-seed 
On the trail of the Western wagons. 

They were right, tight boys, never sulky or slow, 
A fruitful, a goodly muster. 

The eldest died at the Alamo. 

The youngest fell with Custer. 
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The letter that told it burned my hand. 

Yet we smiled and said, “So be itl” 

But I could not live when they fenced the land. 
For it broke my heart to see it. 

I saddled a red, unbroken colt 
And rode him into the day there; 

And he threw me down like a thunderbolt 
And rolled on me as I lay there. 

The hunter’s whistle hummed in my ear 
As the city-men tried to move me, 

And I died in my boots like a pioneer 
With the whole wide sky above me. 

Now I lie in the heart of the fat, black soil. 

Like the seed of a prairie-thistle; 

It has washed my bones with honey and oil 
And picked them clean as a whistle. 

And my youth returns, like the rains of Spring, 
And my sons, like the wild-geese flying; 

And I lie and hear the meadow-lark sing 
And have much content in my dying. 

Go play with the towns you have built of blocks. 
The towns where you would have bound mel 
I sleep in my earth like a tired fox. 

And my buffalo have found me. 
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Kubla Khan 

L La Belle Dame Sans Merci 
Lake Isle of Innisfree, The 
LAMB, CHARLES (1775-1834) 

Lamb, The 

LANDOR, WALTER SAVAGE (1775-1864) 

LANIER, SIDNEY (1842-81) 

LEAR, EDWARD (1812-88) 

L et him kiss me with the kisses of his mouth 
L et me not to the marriage of true minds 
Let No Charitable Hope 
Let the Toast Pass 
Liar and bragger 

"Like as the waves make towards the pebbled shore 
Lilacs 

LINDSAY, VACHEL (1879-1931) 

Lines Composed a Few Miles 
Above Tintern Abbey 
Listeners, The 
Little Boy Blue 
L ittle Lamb, who made thee? 

Lochinvar 

LONGFELLOW, HENRY WADSWORTH (1807-82) 

Lord, thou hast given me a cell 
Louise Smith 
Love Song 

LOVELACE, RICHARD (1618-58) 

Loveliest of trees, the cherry now 
Lovers Love the Spring 
Love’s Farewell 
LOWELL, AMY (1874-1925) 

Lycidas 

M Man (from An Essay on Man) 


366 

319 

63 

122 

149 

325 

124 
86 

125 
277 
223 

33 

19 

370 
84 

372 

15 

335 

349 

112 

331 
282 

86 

116 

165 

23 

329 

371 
59 

316 

9 

3 

332 
51 
63 



GENERAL INDEX 


Man With the Hoe, The 
Mannahatta 


Mandalay 

MARKHAM, EDWIN 


(1852-1940) 


MARLOWE, CHRISTOPHER (1564-93) 


Mary Morison 

MASEFIELD, JOHN (1878- ) 

MASTERS, EDGAR LEE ( 1869- ) 


Mermaid Tavern, The 


Meeting at Night 
Mending Wall 
MILTON, JOHN (1608-74) 

Milton! thou shouldst be living at this hour 
Miniver Cheevtj, child of scorn 
MOORE, THOMAS (1779-1852) 

Mother , 1 cannot mind my wheel 
Much have I travelled in the realms of gold 
Mt/ city’s fit and noble name resumed 
My father, he was a mountaineer 
My Garden 

My heart aches, and a drowsy numbness pains 
My heart leaps up when 1 behold 
My Last Duchess 

My life closed twice before its close 
My Lost Youth 

No longer mourn for me, when I am dead 
Not marble, nor the gilded monuments 
Nof mine own fears, nor the prophetic soul 
Not of the princes and prelates with 
periwigged charioteers 
Noto let no charitable hope 
NOYES, ALFRED ( 1880- ) 

O Captain! my Captain! our fearful trip is done 
O come, let us sing unto the Lord 
O Lord, our Lord, how excellent is 
thy name in all the earth! 


283 

249 

321 

283 

4 

87 

343 

329 

151 

224 
339 

51 

103 

327 

126 

125 

143 

249 

375 

267 

146 

103 

225 
266 
168 

16 

14 

18 

344 

370 

354 

248 

30 


28 


GENERAL INDEX 


387 



O Mary, at thy window be 87 

O Aiistress mine, where are you roaming? 8 

O what can ail thee knight-at-arms 149 

O wild West Wind, thou breath of Autumn s being 138 
O world , thou choosest not the better parti 317 

Ode on a Grecian Urn 141 

Ode on Intimations of Immortality 106 

Ode to a Nightingale 146 

Ode to Duty 104 

Ode to the West Wind 188 

Of all the girls that are so smart 65 

Often 1 think of the beautiful town 168 

Oh! Death will find me, long before I tire 369 

Oh, to be in England 227 

Oh, young Lochinvar is come out of the west 116 

Old Familiar Faces, The 124 

On a Girdle 50 

On First Looking Into Chapman’s Homer 143 

On His Blindness 56 

On His Seventy-fifth Birthday 125 

On the idle hill of summer 816 


Once upon a midnight dreary , while 
1 pondered, weak and weary 
One more Unfortunate 
Only News I Know, The 
Others abide our question. Thou art free 
Out of the cradle endlessly rocking 
Out of the hills of Habersham 
Out of the night that covers me 
Out upon it, 1 have loved 
Owl and the Pussy-Cat, The 
Ozymandias 
Parting at Morning 

Passionate Shepherd to His Love, The 

Patriot, The 

Patriotism 


178 

153 

265 

256 

249 

277 

278 
58 

223 

130 

226 

4 

235 

120 



388 


GENERAL INDEX 


Patterns 332 

Peregrine 372 

Perfect Woman 100 

Pile the bodies high at Austerlitz and Waterloo 348 
POE, EDGAR ALLAN (1809-49) 178 

POPE, ALEXANDER (1688-1744) 62 

Prophecy * 370 

Prospice 227 

Psalm of Life, A 165 

Psalms VIII (28), XXIII (29), XXIV (29), 

XCV (30), CXXI (31) 

R_ Rabbi Ben Ezra 228 

Raven, The 178 

Recessional 324 

REESE, LIZETTE WOODWORTH (1856-1935) 308 

Remember now thy Creator in the days of thy youth 31 
Requiem 280 

Requiescat 258 

Richard Cory 326 

Ring out, wild bells, to the wild sky 220 

ROBINSON, EDWIN ARLINGTON (1869-1935) 326 

Romance 279 

Rose Aylmer 125 

ROSSETTI, CHRISTINA GEORGINA (1830-94) 266 

ROSSETTI, DANTE GABRIEL (1828-82) 259 

Round the cape of a sudden came the sea 226 

Rub&iyat of Omar Khayy&m, The 192 

Ruth to Naomi (Ruth, Ch. I, 16-17) 25 

S_ Sally in Our Alley 65 

SANDBURG, CARL (1878- ) 346 

SANTAYANA, GEORGE (1863- ) 317 

Scots, wha hae wi Wallace bled 91 

SCOTT, SIR WALTER (1771-1832) 116 

Sea Dirge, A 6 

Sea-Fever 343 

Season of mists and mellow fruitfulness 152 


GENERAL INDEX 389 

Selections from an Essay on Man 63 

Selections from the Bible 25 

Sermon on the Mount, The 46 

Shakespeare 256 

Shakespeare’s Sonnets n 

SHAKESPEARE, WILLIAM (1564-1616) 5 

Shall I compare thee to a Summers dayP 12 

She dwelt among the untrodden ways 96 

She walks in beauty, like the night 129 

She was a Phantom of delight 100 

SHELLEY, PERCY BYSSHE (1792-1822) 130 

SHERIDAN, RICHARD BRINSLEY (1751-1816) 84 

Should auld acquaintance be forgot 90 

Silvia 2.0 

Since brass, nor stone, nor earth, nor boundless sea 16 
Since there’s no help, come, let us kiss and part 3 

So, we’ll go no more a-roving 130 

Soldier, The 307 

Soldier, restl thy warfare o’er 119 

Solitary Reaper, The 98 

Solitude 02 

Something there is that doesn’t love a wall 339 

Song—Go and catch a falling star 19 

Song of Songs, The (The Song of Solomon) 33 

Song of the Chattahoochee 277 

Song of the Shirt, The 158 

Song—The year’s at the spring 224 

Song to Celia 20 

Song—When I am dead, my deadest 266 

Songs from Shakespeare’s Plays 5 

Sonnet 29 32 g 

Sonnets from Shakespeare: XII (11), XV (12) 

XVIII- (12), XXIX (13), XXX (13), XXXIII 
(14), LV (14), LX (15), LXIV (15), LXV 
(16), LXXI (16), LXXIII (17), CIV (17), 

CVI (18), CVII (18), CXVI (19) 



GENERAL INDEX 


Sonnets to W. P. 318 

Souls of Poets dead and gone 151 

Sound, sound the clarion, fill the fife! 121 

Stern Daughter of the Voice of God! 104 

STEVENSON, ROBERT LOUIS (1850-94) 279 

STEVENSON, WILLIAM (d. 1575) 2 

Stopping by Woods on a Snowy Evening 340 

Strew on her roses, roses 258 

SUCKLING, SIR JOHN (1609-42) 58 

Sunset and evening star 222 

Surprised by joy—impatient as the Wind 101 

Sweet Afton 89 

Sweet and low, sweet and low 217 

Sweet Auburn! loveliest village of the plain 71 

Swiftly walk o’er the western wave 137 

SWINBURNE, ALGERNON CHARLES (1837-1909) 270 

Tears 308 

T cars, idle tears, 1 know not what they mean 216 

T ell me not, in mournful numbers 165 

T ell me not. Sweet, 1 am unkind 59 

Tell me now in what hidden way is 264 

Tell me where is Fancy bred 6 

Tenderly, day that 1 have loved, I close your eyes 367 
TENNYSON, ALFRED, LORD (1809-92) 210 

Thanksgiving to God for His House, A 23 

That time of year thou may’st in me behold 17 

That which her slender waist confined 50 

That’s my last Duchess painted on the wall 225 

The blessed damozel leaned out 259 

The curfew tolls the knell of parting day 67 

The day is done, and the darkness 167 

The earth is the Lord’s, and the fulness thereof 29 

The fog comes 348 

The grey sea and the long black land 224 


GENERAL INDEX 391 

The harp that once through Taras halls 127 

The little toy dog is covered with dust 282 

The Lord is my shepherd; I shall not want 29 

The only news I know 265 

The Owl and the Pussy-cat went to sea 223 

The sea is calm to-night 257 

The skies they were ashen and sober 184 

The splendor falls on castle walls 217 

The wind was a torrent of darkness among 

the gusty trees - 361 

The world is too much with us; late and soon 101 
The years at the spring 224 

There is sweet music here that softer falls 210 

There was a time when meadow, grove, and stream 106 
There's a barrel-organ caroling 

across a golden street 354 

They are unholy who are born 369 

This dust was Timas; and they say 328 

THOMPSON, FRANCIS (1859-1907) 308 

Though l speak with the tongues of men 

and of angels 47 

Thou still unravish'd bride of quietness 141 

Tiger, The 85 

Tiger! Tiger, burning bright 85 

Tis the last rose of summer 126 

To a Mouse 94 

To a Skylark (Shelley) 131 

To a Sky-lark (Wordsworth) 97 

To Althea, from Prison 59 

To Autumn 152 

To Electra 23 

To Helen 188 

To Lucasta, Going to the Wars 59 

To me, fair friend, you never can be old 17 

To Milton (London 1802) 103 



392 


GENERAL INDEX 


To Night 137 

To one who has been long in city pent 143 

To see the world in a grain of sand 36 

To the Virgins, to Make Much of Time 21 

To W. P. 318 

Trees 366 

’Twas brillig, and the slithy toves 267 

U Ulalume 184 

Ulysses 214 

Under the greenwood tree 8 

Under the wide and starry sky 280 

Up from the meadows rich with corn 176 

Up with me! up with me into the clouds! 97 

Upon Julia’s Clothes 23 

Upon Westminster Bridge 102 

V Voice out of the Whirlwind (Book of Job, Ch. 38) 26 

W W ake! For the Sun, who scatter d into flight 192 

Waken, lords and ladies gay 121 

WALLER, EDMUND (1606-87) 49 

We caught the tread of dancing feet 306 

Wee, sleekit, cow’rin, tim’rous beastie 94 

Well then! I now do plainly see 81 

West Wind, The 343 

"What are the bugles blowin for?” 

said Files-on-Parade 219 

W hat riches have you that you deem me poor 319 

When Abraham Lincoln was shoveled 

into the tombs, he 347 

When I am dead, my dearest 266 

When I consider every thing that grows 12 

When I consider how my light is spent 56 

When I consider Life and its few years 308 

When I do count the clock that tells the time 11 

When I have fears that I may cease to be 148 

When I have seen by Time's fell hand defaced 15 

When I heard the learn d astronomer 249 



GENERAL INDEX 


393 


W hen l see birches bend to left and right 341 

When 1 teas one-and-twenty 314 

When icicles hang by the wall 8 

When, in disgrace with Fortune and mens eyes 13 
When in the chronicle of wasted time 18 

When lilacs last in the dooryard bloom'd 239 

When Love with unconfinid wings 59 

When smoke stood up from Ludlow 315 

When to the sessions of sweet silent thought 13 

When you are old and gray and full of sleep 326 

W henas in silks my Julia goes 23 

Whenever Richard Cory went down town 326 

Where the bee sucks, there suck l 5 

WHITMAN, WALT (1819-92) 239 

WHITTIER, JOHN CREENLEAF (1807-92) 173 

Who is Silvia? what is she 10 

Who is this that darkeneth counsel 26 

Whose woods these are 1 think l know 340 

Why so pale and wan, fond lover? 58 

Wild Plum 369 

\vilde, oscar (1856-1900) 284 

Winter 8 

Wish, The 61 

With Esther 276 

With fingers weary and worn 158 

With rue my heart is laden 314 

With thee conversing, I forget all time 57 

With you a part of me hath passed away 318 

WORDSWORTH, william (1770-1850) 96 

WYLIE, ELINOR (1887-1928) 370 

W ynken, Blynken, and Nod one night 280 

Y Ye banks, and braes, and streams around 92 

YEATS, WILLIAM BUTLER (1865-1939) 325 

Yet once more, O ye laurels, and once more 51 

“You are old. Father William," the young man said 268 
Youth and Art 236 



CARDINAL EDITIONS 

are a new series of books of outstand¬ 
ing merit in a new and distinctive for¬ 
mat. Each volume, by reason of unusual 
length or illustrations or other expen¬ 
sive features, is an exceptional value 


Author 



